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KIN G L E A R. 

ACT I. S C E N E I. 

th K 1 K Gs PALACE. 
Enter Kent,. Glo'ftef, and Edmuad the Baftard. 

Kent. 
Thought, the King had more aSeded the Duke of 



I 



Albany than Cornwall, 

Glo. It did always feem fo to us : but now, in the 
Divifion of the Kingdom, it appears not, which of 
the Dukes he values moft; for qualities are fo 
weighed, that curiofity in neither can make choice of 
either's moiety. 

Ktnt: Is not this your fon, my lord? 

Glo. His Breeding, Sir, hath been at my charge. 
I have fo often blufti'd to acknowledge hiro, that now 
I am braz'd to'i. 

Kent. I cannot conceive you. 

Glo. Sir, this young fellow's mother could ; where- 
upon fheigrew round-womb'd ; and had, indeed;. Sir, 
a fon for her cradle, ere flie had a hulband for her 
bed. Do you fmell a fault? 

Kent, I cannot with the fault undone, the iffue of 
it being fo proper. 

Glo. But I have a fon. Sir, by order of law, fome 
year elder than this, who yet is no dearer in my ac- 
count; though this knave came fomewhat faucily 
to the world before he was fcnt for, yet was his mo- 
ther fair; there was good fport at his making, and 
the whorefon muft be acknowledg'd. Do you^know 
this Nobleman, Edmund? 

B 3 Edm. 



6 King LEAR. 

Edm. No, my lord. 

Glo. Mj lord of Kent ; 

Kemember him hereafter as my honourable friends 

Edm. My fervices to your lordftiip. 

Kent. I muft love you, and fue to know you better. 

Edm, Sir, I fhall ftudy your deferving. 

Glo. He hath been out nine years, and away he 
fhall again. [Trumpets foufid^ within. 

The King is coming. 

SCENE 11. 

Enter King Lear, Cornwall, Albany^ Goncrill, Regap^ 
Cordelia^ and Attendants. 

Lear. A T TE N D the lords of France and Burgundy^ 
jt\ Glo'pr. 
Glo. I fhall, my Liege. [Exit. 

Lear. Mean lime we fhall exprefs our darker pur* 
pofe. 
Give me the Map here. Know, we have divided,. 
In three, our Kingdom; and tis our firft intent, 
To fhake ail cares and bufinefs from our age ; 
Conferring them on younger flrengths, while we 
Unburden'd crawl toward death. Our fon of Corn^ 

wall^ 
And You, our no lefs loving fon of Albany^ 
We have this hour a confiant will to publifh 
Our daughters fev'ral Dow'rs, that future flrife 
May be prevented now. The Princes France and Bur- 

gundy. 
Great rivals in oar younger daughter's love. 
Long in our Court have made their aro'rous fojourn^ 
And here are to be anfwer'd. Tell me, daughters, 
(Since now we will divefl: us, both of rule, 
Int'reft of territory, cares of ftate;) 
Which of you, fhall we fay, doth love us mofl ? 
That we aur largeft bounty may extend, 

Where. 
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Where nature doth with merit challenge, GonerUl, 
Our eldefl born, fpeak firfi. 

Gon. I love you, Sir, 
Dearer than eye-fight, fpace and liberty ; 
Beyond what can be valued, rich or rare ; 
No lefs than life, with grace, health, beauty, honour: 
As much as child e'er lov>'d, or father found. 
A love that makes breath poor, and fpecch unable, 
Beyond all manner of fomuch I love you. 

Cor. What fliali Cordelia do? love and be filent. 

[Afidii - 

Lear, Of all thefe Bounds, ev'n from this line to 
this. 
With fliadowy foreft, and with champions rich'd. 
With plenteous rivers and wide-lkirted meads, 
We make thee lady. To thine and Alhanfs iffue 
Be this perpetual. — What fays our fecond daughter^ 
Ourdeareft Regan^ wife o{ Cornwall? fpeak. 

Reg. I'm made of that felf-mctal as my fitter. 
And prize me at her worth, in my true Heart. 
I End, Ihe names my very deed of love; 
Only (he comes too fliort: that I profefs 
Myfelf an enemy to all other joys. 
Which the moft precious fquare of fenfe poffefles ; 
And find, I am alone felicitate 
In your dear Highnefs' love. 

Cor, Then poor Cordelia ! [Afide. 

And yet not fo, fince, I am fure, my love's 
More pond'rous than my tongue. 

Lear. To ihee, and thine, hereditary ever. 
Remain this ample third of our fair Kingdom ; 
No lefs in fpace, validity, and pleafure. 
Than that confer'd on Gonerill — Now our joy, 
Although our laft, not leaft ; to whofe young lovc^ 
The vines o( France^ and milk oi Burgundy^ 
Strive to be int'refs'd : what fay you, to draw 
A third, more opulent than your fitter* ? fpeak. 

CoTi Nothing, my lord. 

B4 



'8 King LEAR. 

Lear, Nothing? 

Cor. Nothing, 

Lear, Nothing can come of nothing; fpeak again. 

Cor, Unhappy that I am, I cannot heave 
My heart into my mo^th : I love your Majefty 
Arcording to my bond, no more nor lefs. 

Lear, How, how, Cordelia f mend your fpeech » 
little. 
Left you may mar your fortune; 

Cor, Good my lord, 
You have begot me, bred me, lov'd me. I 
Return thofe duties back, as are tight fit; 
Obey you, love you, and moft honour you. 
Why have my fiftcrs hufbands, if they fay, 
Tiiey love you, all ? iiap'ly. when I fhall wed; 
'Dini lord, whofe hand muft take jpy plight, fhall 

carry* 
Half my love with him, half my care and duty. 
Sure, 1 fhaii never marry like my lifters. 
To love my father all. 

Lear, But goes thy heart with this ? 

Cor. Ay, my good lord. 

Lear. So young, and fo untender? 

Cor, So young, my lord, and true. 

Lear. Let it be fo, thy truth then be thy dower : 
For by the facred radiance of the fun. 
The myfteries o^ Hecate., and the night, 
By all the operations of the orbs, 
From whom we do exitt, and ceafe to be; 
Here I difclaim ail my paternal care. 
Propinquity, and property of blood. 
And as a ftranger to my heart and me 
Hold thee, from this, for ever. The barb'rous Scy- 
thian, 
Or he that makes his generation- mefles. 
To gorge his appetite; fhall to my bofom 
Be as well neighboured, pitied, and reliev'd, 
As thou, my fometime daughter. 

Kent* 
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Kent, Good my Liege 

L^ar. Peace, Kenti 
Game not between the dragon and his wrath, 
I lov'd her maft, and thought to fet ray Reft 

Oh her kind nurs'ry^ Hence, avoid my fight ! 

[to Cor. 
So be my grave my peace, as here I give 
Her father's heart from her; Gall France; who ftirs ? 

GairBwrgun^^. Cornwall and Albany^ 

With my two daughters' dowers digeft the third. 

Let pride, which (he calls plainnefs, marry her. 

I do inveft you jointly witlV my Power, 

Prehemincnce, and alKthe large effects 

That troop with Majefty. Our felf by monthly courfe^ 

With refervation of an hundred Knights, 

By you to be fuftain'd, (hall our abode 

Make»with'yoaby due turns : only retain 

The name and all th' additionao a King : 

^ The fway, revenue, execution of th' Heft^ 

Beloved fons, be yours ; which to confirm, 

This Cor' onet part between you. [Gi-cmg the Crown. - 

Kent. Royal Lear, 
Whom I have ever honour'd as my King, 
Lov'd as my father, as my matter followed. 
And as my patron thought on in my pray rs 

Lear. The bow is bent and drawn, make from thev 
{haft. 

* the /way, revenue, execution. 

Beloved Jons, be yours.] The old Books road the Lines thu«. 

The/way, revenue^ execution of xhc reft. 

Beloved Jons be yours. 
This is evidently corrupt, and the Editors pot knowing what to 
make oi-oj the reft--, left it out. The true Reading, without 
doiibt, was, ' 

the /way, revtnue, execution of th'Heft, 

Beloved Jons, be yours. 

Hrft, is an old Word for regal Command : fo that the Senfc Of the" 
whole is,— I will only retain the Name and all the ceremonious Ob- 
fcrvances that belong to a King ; the E/enUals,- as Sway, Revenue, 
Adminiftration of the Laws, be yours. Mr. Vi^arburton. 

B 5 Kent. 



10 King LEAR. 

Kent, Let it fall rather, though the fork invade 
Tlie region of my heart ; be Kent unmai^perly, 
When Lear is mad : what would'ft thou do, old tnan? 
Think'ft thou, that duty fliall have dread to fpcak. 
When pow'r to flatt'ry bows ? to plainnefs HonouE 
Is bound, when Majefty to folly falls. 
Referve thy State; with better judgment check 
This hideous raftinefs; with my life I anfwcr. 
Thy youngeft daughter does not love thee l^aft; 
Nor are thofe empty-hearted, whofe low found 
Reverbs no hoUownefs. 

Lear, Kent^ on thy life no more. 

Kent, My life I never held but as a pawn 
To wage againft thy foes; nor fear to lofc it. 
Thy fafety being the motive. 

Lear, Out of my fight ! 

Kent, See better, Lear, and let me ftill remain 
The true blank of thine eye. 

Lear, Now by Apolla 

Kent, Now by Apollo, King, 
Thou fwear'ft thy gods in vain. 

Juear, O vaflal! mifcreant !- 



[Laying his hand on hisfword\. 

Alb, Corn, Dear Sir, forbear. 

Kent, Kill thy phyfician, and thy fee beftow 
Upon the foul difeafe? revoke thy doom, 
Or whilft I can vent clamour from my throat, 
ril tell thee, thou doft evil. 

Lear. Hear me, recreant I 
Since thou haft fought to make us break our vow, 
Which we durft never yet; and with ftrain'd pride, 
To come betwixt our fentenee and our power ; 
Which nor our nature, nor our place, can bear. 
Our potency make good ; take thy reward. 
Five days we do allot thee for provifion. 
To fliield thee from difafters of the world ; 
And, on the fixth, to turn thy hated back 
^pon our Kingdom; if, the tenth day following, 

Tliy 
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Hiy banifli'd trunk be found in our dominions, 
The moment is thy death : away .' By Jupiter^ 
This (hall not be revok'd. [appear, 

Kent. Fare thee well. King; fith thus thou wilt 
Freedom lives hencei and banilhment is here ; 
The gods to their dear (helter take thee, maid. 
That juftly think'ft, and haft moft rightly faid ; 
Abd your large fpeeches may, your deeds approve, 
That good eflFefts may fpring from words of love :^ 
Thus Kent^ O Princes, bids you all adieu. 
He'll ihape his old courfe in a country new. [Exit. 

SCENE III". 

Enter Glo'fter, with France and Burgundy, ani 
Attendants, 

Glo. T TERE's France and Burgundy^ my noble lord, 

Xn Lear. My lord of Burgundy^ 
We firft addrefs toward you, who with this King 
Have rivaird for our daughter; what at leaft 
Will you require in prefent dower with her. 
Or ceafe your queft of love? 

Bur, Moft royal Majefty, 
I crave no more than what your Highnefs offer'd, 
Nor will you tender lefs. 

Lear. Right noble Burgundy, 
When flie was dear to us, wc held her fo; 
But now her price is falFn : Sir, there fhe ftands, . 
If aught within that little fecming fubftance, 
Or all of it with our difpleafure pieced. 
And nothing more, may fitly like your Grace, . 
She's there, and fhe is yours. 

Bur, I know no anfwer. 

Lear. Will you with thofe infirmities ftie owes. 
Unfriended, new-adopted to our hate, 
Dower'd with our curfe, and ftranger'd with our oath, . 
Take her, or leave her? 

Bur. Pardon, rayal Sir; 
EleAion makes not up on fuch conditions. 

B 6 lear 



r King L E A R; 

2^'^. Tl>en leave her. Sir; for by the pow'r that 

-^ '^ -^- aI: her wealth.— For you, great King, 

[To France. 
* -: . - r, - r%-rr roar love make fuch a ftray, 
• .-\" ^^— •rcre I hate; therefore befeech you, 
^■^ *^-" v'.r^ a more worthy way 
^ •- 1 *-r:.V, ^bv"»m nature is afham'd 
-- ■ ^ ^,-^"*>--^5hers. 

^ * ^ < rro.-t nrange ! 
^^^ ■» • ,- ct - -u: now was your heft obje<9:^ 
- ;--cv.'cnr. balm of your age, 
-^ '- ' -tv^ulvi in this trice of time 
— ' ^ -^X r> n-onnrous, to difmantle 
. . .t% V v-x^v ^vx-c'ur! fure, her offence 
-^ >^ -" v-rjL:ural degree, 
<,^ .. U-^ ; ; ^xj. Y^^.^j^ fore-vouch'd affefiion 
— » -^ ^ ^> ^- --.h to believe of her, 
^ ^»i: ^c^iv^a without miracle 



.t 



V«N" 



- s;'^» 



< ■ ' ^.. <. ;- i:^i Oily art; 

"^ V , . '^'-"^ '-^^-^— ^^^^ce what I well intend ^ 
'" "/ ' ^^^ "-i* vou make known 
^ ' ^ ^ * ^ ' " "-''-' > :^r, or foulnefe, 
' y ' '^ -'^ - o-,o:2r'd flep, 
\ ' ' ^' ^^ -""^^ ^ v^ur^race and favour: 
/ ^^ ^ ' * ' " : '^ \ ^^ "^^ich Ym richer, 
v> H^v\ .t o : % J, tongue. 






^^"--^-* uot to have it. 
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v^tivi;?, that/land 

Aloof 
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Aloof from th' intire point. Say, will you have her? 
She is herfelf a dowry. 

Bur. Royal King, 
Give hut that portion which yourfelf propos'd, 
And here I take Cordelia by the hand, 
Dutchefs of Burgundy, 

Lear. Nothing : I've fworn. 

Bur, I'm forty then, you have fo loft a father, 
That you muft lofe a hufband; 

Car: Peace be with Burgundy, 
Since that refpeds of fortune are his love, # 

I fhall not be his wife. 

France, Faireft Cordelia^ that art moft rich, being 
poor, 
Moft choice, forfaken : and moft lov'd, defpis'd! 
Thee and thy virtues here I feize upon : 
Be't lawful, I take up what's caft away. 
Gods, Gods! 'tis ftrange, that from their cold'ftneg* 

left 
My love ftiould kindle to enflam'd refpeft. 
Thy dow'rlefs daughter. King, thrown to my c-hancr. 
Is Queen of us, of ours, and our fair France : 
. Not all the Dukes of wat'rifti Burgundy 
Can buy this unpriz'd, precious, maid of me. 
Bid them farewel, Cordelia^ tho' unkind; 
Thou lofeft here, a better where to find. 

Lear. Thou haft her, France; let her be thine, for we 
Have no fuch daughter ; nor Ihall ever fee 
That face of hers again ; therefore be gone 
Without our grace, our love, our benizon : 
Come, noble Burgundy, 

[Flouri/h, Exeunt Lear and Burgundy. 

SCENE IV. 

France, TV I D farewel to your fifters. 

XJ Cor, Ye jewels of our father, with wa(h'd 
eyes 

Cordp 
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Cordelia leaves you : I know what you are. 

And, like a fifter, am moft loth to call 

Your faults, as they are nam'd. Love well our father : 

To your profefling bofoms I commit him; 

But yet, alas ! flood I within his grace, 

I would prefer him to a better place. 

So farewel to you both. 

jR^^. Prefcribe not us our duty. 

Gon. Let your ftudy ' 

Be to content your lord, who hath receiv'd yoir 
At fortune's alms ; you have obedience fcanted. 
And well are worth the Want that you have vaunted. 

Cor. Time (hall unfold what plaited cunning hides, 
Who covers faults, at laft with fiiame derides. 
Well may you pfo(pcr< 

France. Come, my fair "Corrf^w. 

[Exeunt France and Cordelia< 

SCENE V. 

Gon. QISTER, it is not little IVe to fay, 

l3 Of what moft nearly appertains to us both; 
I think our father will go hence to-night. 

Reg. That's certain, and with you ; next month 
with usw 

Gon. You fee how full of change his age is, the 
obfervation we have made of it hath not been little ; 
he always lov'd our fifler moft, and with what poor 
judgment he hath nowcattheroff, appears toogrofly. 

Reg. 'Tis the infirmity of his age ; yet he hath ever 
but flenderly known himfelf. 

Gon. The beft and foundeft of his time hath been 
but rafti; then muft we look, from his age, to receive 
not alone the imperfeAions of long-engrafted con- 
dition, but therewithal the unruly waywardnefs, that 
infirm and choleric years bring with them. 

Reg. Such unconftant ftarts are we like to have 
from him, as this oi Kenfs banilhment. 

Gon. 
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Gon, There 18 further complement of leave-taking 
between France and him ; pray you, let us hit toge- 
ther : if our father carry Authority with fuch difpo- 
fition as he bears, this laft furrender of his will but 
ofiFend us. 

Reg. We Ihall further think of it. 

Gon. We muft do fomething, and i'th'heat. [Exeu. 

SCENE VI. 

Changes to a Cajlle belonging to the Earl of Glo'fter, 
Enter Edmund, with a letter. 

Edm. np' H O U, Nature^ art my Goddcfs ; to thy 

X law 

My fervices are bound ; wherefore fhould I 
Stand in the Plage of cufiom, and permit 
The curtefy of nations to deprive me. 
For that I am fome twelve or fourteen moon-fliines 
Lag of a Brother ? Why bajlard? wherefore bafef 
When my dimenfions are as well compad. 
My mind as genVous, and my fhape as true. 
As honeft Madam's iffue? why brand they us 
With bafe ? with bafenefs ? baflardy ? bafe, bafe? 
Who, in the lufty ftealth of nature, take 
More compofition and fierce quality ; 
Than doth, within a dull, ftale, tired bed. 
Go to creating a whole tribe of fops. 
Got 'tween a-fleep and wake ? Well then. 
Legitimate Edgar, I muft have your land ; 
Our father's love is to the baftard Edmund, 
As to th' legitimate, fine word — legitimate — 
Well, my legitimate, if this letter fpecd. 
And my invention thrive, Edmund the bafe 
Shall be th' legitimate. — I grow, I profper; 
* Now, Gods, ftand up for baftards ! 

* Nowfiods^Jland upjor bajlards !] For what Rcafon? He docs not 
tcUus ; but the Poet alludes to the Debaucheriesof the Pagan Gods,- 
vrho made Heroes of all tbeii Baftards. 

SCENE 
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SCENE VII: 

To him. Enter Glo'fter. 

Glo. Z^ENT banifli'd thus ! and France in cholcr 

^ parted ! 
And the King gone to-night ! fubfcrib'd hisr pow'r ! 
ConfinM to exhibition! all is gone 
Upon the gad ! — Edmund, how now? what news ? 

Edm. So pleafe your lordfhip, none. 

[PuUing up the letter. 

Glo» Why fo earneftly feek you to put up that 
letter? 

Edm. I know no news, my lord. 

Glo, What paper were you reading? 

Edm. Nothing, my lord, 

Glo. No I what needed then that terrible difpatch 
of-it into your pocket ? the quality of nothing hath 
notfuch need to hide itfclf. Let's fee; come if it 
be nothing, I fhall not need fpedacles. 

Edm. 1 befeech you. Sir, pardon me, it is a letter 
from my brother, that I have not all o'er^read ; and 
for fo much as I have perus'd, I find ix not fit for 
your overlooking. 

Glo, Give me the letter, Sir. 

Edm. I fliall offend, either to detain, or give it ; 
the contents, as in part I underftand them, are to* 
blame. 

Glo. Let's fee, let's fee. 

Edm. I hope, for my brother's juftification, he wrote 
this but as an effay, or tafte of my virtue. 

Glo. [reads.] This policy and reverence of ages makes 
the world bitter io the hcfl oj our times; keeps our fortunes 
from us, 'till our oldnefs cannot reli/h them, I begin to 
find an idle and fond bondage in the opprejfhon of aged ty- 
ranny ; which fways, not as it hath power, but as it isfilf- 
fered. Come to me, that of this 1 may fpeak more. If 
our father would fieep, till I wak'd him, you fhould enjoy 
'nlfhis revenue for ever^ and live the beloved of your bro- 
ther 
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ther Edgar. Hum Confpiracy ! — -fleep^ till 

I wake him — you (hould enjoy half his revenue — 
My fon Edgar! had he a hand to write this .' a heart 
and brain to breed it in! When came this to you? 
who brought'it? 

Edm, It was not brpught me, my lord; there's the 
cunning of it: I found it thrown in at the cafement 
of my clofet. 

Glo. You know the charafter to be* your brother's ? 

Edm, If the matter were good, my lord, I durft 
fwear, it were his ; but in refped of that, I would 
fain think, it were not. 

Glo. It is his. 

Edm, It is his hand, my lord; I hope, his heart is 
not in the contents. 

Glo. Has he never before founded you in this bu- 
fniefs ? 

Edm. Never, my lord. But I have heard him oft 
maintain it to be fit, that fons atperfcd age, and fa- 
thers declining, the father {hould be as a ward to the 
fon, and the fon manage his revenue. 

Glo, O villain, villain ! his very opinion in the 
letter. Abhorred villain ! unnatural, detefted, bru- 
tifli villain ! worfe than brutilh! Go,firrah, feek him; 
ril apprehend him. Abominable villain, where is he ? 

Edm, I do not well know, my lord ; if it fhall 
pleafe you to fufpend your indignation againft my 
brother, 'till you can derive from him better teflimo- 
ny of his intent, you fbould run a certain courfe ; 
where, if you violently proceed againft him, miftak- 
ing his purpofe, it would make a great gap in your 
own honour, and fbake in pieces the heart of his obe- 
dience. Idare pawn down my life for him, that he 
hath writ this to feel my affeftion to your Honour, 
and to no other pretence of danger. 

Glo, Think you fo ? 

Edm. If your Honour judge it meet, I will place ^^\ 
you where you Ihall hear us confer of this, and by aiv^ ' 

auricv**^ 
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auricular aflurance have your fatisfadion : and that, 
without any further delay than this very evening. 

Glo. He cannot be fuch a monfter. 

Edm, Nor is not, fure. 

Glo. To his Father, that fo tenderly and entirely 

loves him Heav'n and Earth f Edmund feek him 

out ; wind me into him, I pray you ; frame the bu- 
finefs after your own wifdom. I would unflate my- 
felf, to be in a due refolution. 

Edm, I will feek hifti. Sir, prefently : convey the 
bufinefs as I fliall find means, and acquaint you withal. 

Glo. Thefe late eclipfes in the fun and moon por- 
tend no good to us ; tho' the wifdom of nature caa 
reafon it thus and thus, yet nature finds itfelf fcourg'd 
by the fequent effeds. Love cools, friendftiip falls 
off, brothers divide. In cities, mutinies; in coun- 
tries, difcord ; in Palaces, treafon ; and the bond 
crack'd 'twixt fon and father* /Thi,<i villain of mine 
comes under the prediftion, there'*s fon againft father; 
the King falls from biafs of nature ; there's father 
againft child. We have feen the beft of our time. 
Machinations, hollownefs, treachery, and all ruin- 
ous diforders follow us difquietly to our graves ! 
Find out this villain, Edmund; it Ihall lofe thee no- 
thing, do it carefully and the noble and true- 
hearted Kent banifhM I his oflFence, Honefiy. Tis 
flrange. [ExiL 

SCENE VIII. 

Manet Edmund. 
Edm. np'HI S is the excellent foppery of the world, 
X that, when we are fick in fortune, (often 
the furfeits of our own behaviour) we make guilty 
of our difafters, the fun, the moon and ftars, as if we 
were villains on neceflity ; fools, by heavenly com- 
pulfion ; knaves, thieves, and treacherous, by fphe- 

rical 
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rical predominance; drunkards, liars, and adulte- 
rers, by an inforc'd obedience of planetary influence ; 
and all that we are evil in, by a divine thrufting on. 
An admirable evaGon of whoremafler Man, to lay his 
goatifli difpofition on the change of a fiar ! my fa- 
ther compounded with my mother under the Dragon's 
tail, and my nativity was under Urfa major ; fo that 
it follows, I am rough and lecherous. I fliould have 
been what I am, had the maidenlieft flar in the fir- 
mament twinkled on my baflardizing. 

SCENE IX. 

To him^ Enter Edgar. 

Pat I he- comes like the Cataftrophe of the old 

comedy ; my cue is villainous Melancholy, with a 
figh like Tom 6* Bedlam O, thefc eclipfes por- 
tend thcfc divifions ! fa, fol, la, me 

Edg, How now, brother jEdmun^, what fcrious con- 
templation are you in ? 

Edm, I am thinking, brother, of a prediAion I read 
this other day, what fliould follow thefe eclipfes. 

Edg, Do you bufy yourfclf with that ? 

Edm. I promife you, the efFeds, he writes of, fuc^ 
ceed unhappily. When faw you my father laft ? 

Edg, The night gone by. 

Edm. Spake you with him ? 

Edg. Ay, two hours together. 

Edm. Parted you in good terms, found you no dif- 
pleafure in him, by word or countenance? 

Edg. None at all. 

Edm, Bethink yourfelf, wherein you have offended 
him: and at my intreaty, forbear his prefence, until 
fome little time hath qualified the heat of his di& 
pleafure : which at this inilant fo rageth in him, that 
with the mifchief of your perfon it would fcarcely 
allay, 

Edg. 
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Edgi Some villain hath done me wrong. 

Edm, That's my fear ; I pray you, have a conti- 
nent forbearance 'till the fpeed of his rage goes 
flower: and, as I fay, retire with me to my lodging, 
from whence I vfi\\ fitly bring you to hear my lord 
fpeak: pray you, go, there's my key : if you do ftir 
abroad, go arm'd. 

Edg, Arm'd, brother ! 

Edm, Brother, I advife you to the bed ; I am no 
honeft man, if there be any good meaning, toward 
ou : I have told you what I have feen and heard, 
ut faintly ; nothing like the image and horror of it: 
pray you, away. 

Edg. Shall I hear from you anon ? [Exit. 

S C E N E X. 

Edm, T Do ferve you in this bufinefs : 

JL A credulous father, and ^ brother noble, 
Whofe nature is fo far from doing harms. 
That he fufpeds none ; on whofe foblifh honefly 
My pradices ride eafy: I fee the bufinefs. 
Let me, if not by birth, have lands by wit ; 
All with me's mect^ that I can faftiion fit. [Exit, 

SCENE XL 

The Duke ^ Albany' j Palace. 

Enter Goneriil and Steward, 
Gon. "TvID my father ftrike my gentleman for chid- 
XJ ing of his fool ? 
Stew, Ay, madam. 

Gon. By day and night, be wrongs me ; every hour 
He flaihes into one grofs crime or other. 
That fets us all at odds ; I'll not endure it : 
His Knights grow riotous, and himfelf upbraids us 
On ev'ry trifle. When he returns from hunting 

I will 
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I will not fpeak with him ; fay, I am (ick. 

If you come flack of former fervices. 

You fliall do well ; the fault of it FU anfivcr. 

Stew, He's coming. Madam, I hear him. 

Gon, Put on what weary negligence you pleafe, 
You and your fellows : Td have it come to quellion* 
If he diftafte it, let him to my fitter, 
Whofe mind and mine, I know, in that are one. 
Not to be over-ruPd : Idle old Man, 
That ftill would manage thofe Authorities, 
That he hath giv'n away ! — Now, by my Life, 
Old Folks are Babes again ; and muft be ufed 
With Checks, not Flatt'ries when they're feen abus'd. 
Remember, what I have faid. 

Stew, Very well. Madam. 

Gon, And let his Knights have colder looks among 

Jrou : what grows of it, no matter ; advife your fel- 
ows fo : ni write ftrait to my fitter to hold my 
courfe : prepare for dinner. [Exeunt. 

SCENE XII. 

Changes ta an open Place before the Palace. 

Enter Kent dijguisd. 
Kent, TF but as well I other accents borrow, 

X And can my fpeech diffufe, my good intent 
May carry thro' itfelf to that full iffue. 
For which I raz'd.my likeAcfs. Now, banifli'd Kent^ 
If thou canft fcrve where thou doft ftand condemn'd. 
So may it come, thy-matter, whom thou lov'ft. 
Shall find thee full of labours. 

Horns within. Enter Lear, Knights and. Attendants. 

Lear. Let .me not ftay a jot for dinner, go, gel it 
ready : 
How now, \vhat art thou^? [To Kent. 

Kent, A man, Sir. 

Ler 
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Lear. "What doft thou profefs ? what would'ft thou 
wth us ? 

Kent. I do profefs to be no lefs than I feem ; to 
fervehim truly, that will put me in truft; to love him 
that is honeA; to converfe with him that is wife; to 
fay little; to fear judgment ; to fight when I cannot 
chufe, * and to eat no fifli. 

Lear. What art thou ? 

Kent. A very honeft-hearted fellow, and as poor 
as the King. 

Lear. If thou beeft as poor for a fubje£):, as he is for 
a King, thou art poor enough. What would'ft thou? 

Kent, Service. 

Lear. Whomwould'ft thou feive? 

Kent. You. 

Lear. Doft thou know me, fellow ? 

Kent. No, Sir, but you have that in your counte- 
nance, which I would fain call M after. 

Lear. What's that? 

Kent. Authority. 

Lear. What fervices canft thou do ? 

Kent. I can keep honeft counfels, ride, run, mar a 
curious tale in telling it, and deliver a plain meflage 
bluntly : that which ordinary men are fit for, I am 
qualify'd in: and the beft of me is diligence. 

Lear. How old art thou ? 

Kent. Not fo young, Sir, to love a woman-for fing* 
ing; nor fo old, to doat on her for any thing; I 
have years on my back forty eight. 

Lear. Follow me, thou ihalt ferve me ; if I like 
thee no worfe after dinner, I will not part from thee 

yet. Dinner, ho, dinner where's my knave ? ray 

fool ? go you, and call my fool hither. You, you, 
firrah, where's my daughter ? 

* In Queen Elizabeth's Time the Papifls were cftcemed, and with 
^ood Reafon, Enemies to the Government. Hence the proverbial 
f hrafe of, Ties an hontfi Man, and eats no Fi/hy to figni% he's a Friend 
.4;o the Government, and a Proteftant. Warh. 

^j^ Enter 
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Enter Steward, 

Stew. So pleafe you [ExU. 

Lear, What fays the fellow there? call the clot- 
pole back : where's my fool, ho ? I think the 

world's afleep : how now ? where's that mungrel ? 

Knight. He fays, my lord, your daughter is not 
well. 

Lear. Why came not the flave back to me when I 
cairdhim! 

Knight. Sir, he anfwer d me in the roundeft man- 
ner, he would not. 

Lear. He would not ? 

Knight. My lord, I know not what the matter is ; 
but, to my Judgment, your Highnefs is not enter- 
tained with that ceremonious aflfeftion as you were 
wont ; there's a great abatement of kindnefs appears 
as well in the general dependants, as in the Duke 
himfelf alfo, and your daughter. 

Lear. Ha ! fay'ft thou fo ? 

Knight. I befeech you pardon me, my lord, if I be 
miftaken ; for my duty cannot be filent, when I think 
your Highnefs is wrong'd. 

Lear. Thou but remember'ft me of my own con- 
ception. I have perceiv'd a moft faint negled of 
late, which I have rather blamed as my own jealous 
curiolity, than as a very pretence and purpofe of 
unkindnefs ; I will look further into't ; but where' s 
my fool ? I have not feen him thefe two days. 

Knight. Since my young lady's going into France^ 
Sir, the fool hath much pined away. 

Lear, No more of that, I have noted it well ; go 
you and tell my daughter, I would fpeak with her. 
Go you, call hither my fool. O, you, Sir, come you 
hither, Sir; who am I, Sir ? 

Enter Steward. 

Stew. My lady's father. 

Lear. My lady's father? my lord'^ knave ! — you 
whorefon dog, you flave, you cur. 
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Stew. I am none of thefe, my lord; I feefeech your 
pardon. 

Lear. Do you bandy looks with me, you rafcal ? 

[Striking him. 

Stew, ril nofebeflruck, my lord. 

Kent, Nor tiipt neither, you bafe foot-ball player. 

[Tripping up his keels. 

Lear. I thank thee, fellow. Thou ferv'ft me, and 
ni love thee, 

Kent. Come, Sir, arife, away; FU teach you differ- 
ences : away, away ; if you will meafure your lub- 
ber's length again, tarry again ; but away, go to : 
have you wifdom ? fo. — [P^/hes the Steward out. 

Lear. Now, my friendly knave, I thank thee ; 
there'5 earneft of thy fervice. 

S G E N E XIII. 

To them, Enter ^ool. 

Tool.'T ET me hire him. too,, here's my coxcomb. 
jL^ [Giving his cap. 

Lear. How now, my pretty knave? how doft thou? 

Fool. Sirrah, you were beft * take my coxcomb. 

Kent. Why, my boy ? 

Fool. Why ? for taking one's part, that is out oF 
favour; nay, as.thou canft not fmile as the wind fits, 
thou'lt catch cold fhortly. There, take my coxcomb ; 
why, this fellow has banifli'd two of his daughters, 
and did the third a bleflingagainft his will; ifthau 
follow him, thou muft needs wear my coxcomb. How 
pow, uncle ? would, I had two coxcombs, ,and tw.o 
daughters. 

Lear. Why, my boy ? 

Fool. If I give them all my living. Til keep my 

ifr take my coxcomb.] Meaning his. Cap, called fo, becaufe oaafae 
Top of the Fool orjeftcr's Cap was fcwcd a Piece of red Cloth, rc- 
fembling the Comb of a Cock. The Word, afterwards, ufcd, to 
denote a vain conceited meddling Fellow. 

coxcomb 
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cpxcomb myfelf ; there's mine, beg another of thy 
daughters, 

Lea7\ Take heed, Sirrah, the whip 

FooL Truth's a dog muft to kennel ; he muft be 
whipp'd out, when the lady brach may ftand by th' 
fire and (link. 

Lear, A peftilent gall to me. 
Fool. Sirrah, I'll teach thee a fpeech. [To Kent. 
Lear. Do. 

Fool. Mark it, nuncle ; 
Have more than thou (howeft. 
Speak lt(s than thou knowefl;, 
Lend lefe than thou oweft. 
Ride more than thou goeft. 
Learn more than thou troweft, 
Set lefs than thou throweft. 
Leave thy drink and thy whore. 
And keep within door. 
And thou flialt have more 
Than two tens to a fcore. 

Kent. This is pothing, fool. 

Fool. Then it is like the breath of an unfee'd law- 
yer, you gave me nothing for't ; can you make no 
ufe of nothing, nuncle? 

Lear. Why, no, boy ; nothing can be made out 
of nothing. 

Fool. Pr ythee, tell him, fo much the rent of his 
land comes to : he will not believe a fool. [To Kent. 

Lear. A bitter fool ! j 

Fool. Doft thou know the difference, my boy, be- 
tween a bitter fool and a fweet one? 

Lear. No, lad, teach me. 

Fool. That Lord, that counfel'd thee to give away 
thy Land, 
C ome, place him here by me ! do Thou for him ftand; 
The fweet and bitter Fool will prefently appear. 
The One in motely here; the Other found out there. 

Lear. Doft thou call me fool, boy? 

Vol. VIL C Fool. 
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Tool. All thy other titles thou haft given away ; 
that thou waft born with. 

Kent, This is not altogether fool, my lord. 

FooL No, faith ; Lords, and great men will not let 
me ; if I had a monopoly on't, they would have part 
on't: nay, the Ladies too, they'll not let me have all 
fool to my felfy they'll be fnatching. 
Give me an egg, nuncle, and I'll give thee two crowns. 

£«ir. What two crowns fliall they be? 

FooL Why, after I have put the egg i'th' middle 
and eat up the meat, the two crowns of the. egg; 
when thou.cloveft thy Crown i'th' middle and g^v'ft 
away both parts, thou bor'ft thine afs on thy back 
o'er.the dirt ; tho^ hadft little wit in thy bald crown, 
when thou gav'ft thy golden one away: if I fpeak 
like myfelf in this, let him be whipp'd that firft finds 
it footh. 

Fools ne'er had lefs grace in a year^ [Singing. 

For wife men are grown foppijh ; 
And know not how their wits to wear^ 

Their manners are Jo api/h. 

Lear. When were.you wont to be fo full of fong«, 
firrah? 

Fool. I have ufed it, nuncle, e'er fince thou mad'ft 
thy daughters thy mothers; for when thou gav'ft 
them the rod, and put'ft down thy own breeches, 

Then they for fudden joy did weep^ / [Singiag- 

And Iforjorrowfung ; 
thatjuch a Kingjhould play bo-peep^ 

And go the fools among. 

Pr'ythee, nuncle, keep a fchool-mafter that can teach 
thy fool to lie ; I would fain learn to lie. 

Lear. If you lie, firrah, we'll have you whipt. 

FooL I marvel, what kin ihou and thy daughters 
are: they'll have me whipt for fpeaking.true, thou'lt 

have 



Kin^ LEAR. 47 

have mc whipt for lying; and, fometimes, I am whipt 
for holding my peace. I had rather be any kind 
©■'thing than a fool, and yet I would not be thee, 
nuncle; thou haft pared thy wit o'both fides, and 

-left nothing i'th' middle: here comes one o'th' par- 

:ings. 

S C E N E XIV. 

To them, £n^^r Gonerill. 

iLear. T T O W now, daughter, what makes that 
Ax frontlet on? you are too much of late 
'i'th' frown. 

Fool. Thou waft a pretty fellow, when thou hadft 
^^o need to care for her frowning ; now thou art an 

without a figure ; I am better than thou art nows 

1 am a fool, thou art nothing. Yes, forfooth, I 

will hold my tongue; [To GonerilL] fo your face 
bids me, though you fay nothing. 

-Mum^ mum^ he that keeps nor trujl nor crum^ [Singing. 
Weary of all^jhall^antjome. 

Thou art a ftieal'd peafcod. [Speaking /o Lear* 

Gon. Not only. Sir, this your all-licens'd fool, 
'But other of your, infolent retinue. 
Do hourly carp and quarrel, breaking forth 
In rank and not to be*endure^ riots. 
I thought^ by making this well known unto you, 
T'-have found a fafe redrcfs; but now grow fearful^ 
. By what youifelf too late have fpoke and done. 
That you proteft this courfe, and put it on 
By your allowance ; if you fhould, the fault 
Would not 'fcape cenfure, nor the redreffes fleep; 
Which, in the tender of a wholefome weal, 
Might in their working do you that offence, 
(Which elfe were Ihame,) that then neceflity 
Will call difcreet proceeding. 
FaoL Eor you know, nuncle, 

G.8 .TJu 
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The hedge-fparrow fed the Cuckqofo long^ 
That it had its head bit off" by its Young ; • 

So out went the candle, and we were left darkling. 

Lear, Are you our daughter? 

Gon. I would, you would make ufe of your good 
wifdom. 
Whereof I know you are fraught, and put away 
Thefe difpofitions, which of late tranfport you 
From what you rightly are. 

Fool, May not an Afs know when the cart draws 
- the horfe ? whoop, Jug", I love thee, 

Lear. Does any here know me? this is not Lear : 
Does X^ar walk thus ? fpeak thus? where are his ey^s? 
Either his notion weakens, his difcernings 
Are lethargied — Ha ! waking-^— 'tis not fo ; 
Who is it that can tell me who I am ? 
ifar's'fhadow? I would learn ; for by the marks 
Of fovereignty of knowledge, and of reafon, 
I fliould be falfe perfuaded I had daughters. 
Your name, fair gentlewoman ?^ r 

Gon, This admiration, Sir, is much o'th* favour 
Of other your new pranks. I do befeech you, 
To underftand my purpofes aright. 
You, as you're old and reverend,- fhould be wife. 
Here do you keep a hundred Knights and Squires, 
Men fo-diforder'd, fo debauch'd and bold. 
That this our Court, infeded with their manners* 
Shews like a riotous Inn; Epicurifm and luft 
Make it more like a tavern or a brothel, 
Than a grac'd Palace. Shame itfelf doth fpeak 
For inftant remedy. Be then defir'd 
By her, that ^Ife will take the thing (he begs. 
Of fifty to difquantity your train; 
And the remainders, that fhall ftill depend. 
To be fuch men as may befort your age. 
And know themfelves and you. 

Lear. Darknefs and devils ! 

Saddle 
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Saddle my horfes, call my train tagether. 

Degenerate baftard! Til not trouble thee; 
Yet have I left a daughter. [rabble 

Gon, You ftrike my-pepple, and your diforder'd 
Make fervants of their betters* 

SCENE XV. .' 

To them^ Enter Albany. 

Lear. WJ O E ! that too late repents — O, Sir, arc 

V V you come ? 

Is It your will, fpeak, Sir ? prepare my horfes. — 

[To Albany. 
Ingratitude ! thou marble-hearted fiend, 
More hideous, when thou (hew'ft thee in a child^ 
Than the fea-raonfter. 

Alb, Pray, Sir, be patient. 

Lear, Detefted kite ! thou lieft. [To Gonerill. 

My train are men of choice and rareft parts. 
That all particulars of duty know ; 
And in the moft exad regard fupport 
The worfhips of their names. O moft fmall fault ! 
How ugly didft thou in Cordelia (hew? 
Which, like an engine, wrencht my frame of nature 
From the fixt place ; drew from my heart all love. 
And added to the gall. O Lear, Lear, Lear! 
Beat at this gate that let thy folly in, 

[Striking his head. 
And thy dear judgment out. — ^Go, go, my people. 

Alb. My lord, I'm guiltlefs, as I'm ignorant. 
Of what hath moved you. 

Lear, It may be fo,'my lord 

Hear, Nature, hear ; dear Goddefs, hear a Father ! 

Sufperid thy purpofe, if thou didft intend 

To make this creature fruitful : 

Into, her womb convey fterility. 

Dry up in. her the organs of increafe. 

And from her derogate body never fpring 

C 3 A 



3 a King L E A R^ 

A Babe to honour her ! If fee muft teem». 

Create her child of fpleen, that it may live, 

And be a thwart difnatur'd torment to her; 

Let it ftamp wrinkles in her brow of youth, 

*With candent tears fret channels in her cheeks: 

Turn all her mother's pains and benefits 

To laughter and contempt ; that fee may feel, 

How fearper than a ferpent's tooth it is, 

To have a thanklefs child. — Go, go, my people. 

Alb. Now, Gods, that we adore, whereof eomcs/ 
this? • 

Gon, Never afflift yc^urfelf to know of it : 
£ut let his difpofition have that fcope. 
That dotage gives it. 

Lear. What, fifty of my followers at a clap? 
Within a fortnight ? 

Alb. What's the matter, Sir? 

Lear. Til tell thee — life and death I I am afeam'd 
That thou haft power to feake my manhood thi^s; 

[To Gonerill. 
That thefe hot tears, which break from me perforce. 

Should make thee worth them, blafls and fog5: 

upon thee! 
Th'untented woundings of a father's curfe 
+ Pierce every fence about thee I Old fond eyeSj 
Beweep this Caufe again. Til pluck ye out, 
And caft you, with the waters that you lofe, . 
To temper clay. Ha ! ""is it come to this ? 
Let it be fo: I have another daughter. 
Who, I am fure, is kind and comfortable ; 
When fee feall hear this of thee, with her nails 
She'll flea thy wolfife yifage. Thou fealt find, 

* With caditU tears-—] We ftiould read, candent^ i. c. hot, fcald- 
ing. 

t Pierce every fcnfc about the /] Wc (hould read. 
Fierce every fence about thee .'] s 
1. e* Guard, Security, Barrier. Let Jiothing ft and againft a Father's 
Cutfer WarHrion, 

That - 
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That ril refume the fhape, which thou deft think 
I" have cafl: off for ever. [Ex. Lear and Attendants, 

S GENE XVI. 

Gm. "TV P you mark that ? 

JLr Alb. I cannot be fo partial, Gonerill^ 
To the great love I bear you, 

Gon. Pray you, be content. What, Ofwald^ ho ! 
You, Sir, more knave than fool, after your mafter. 

FoqI, Nuncle Ltar^ nuncle Lear^ tarry, take the foot 
with thee: 
A Fox, when one has caught her^ 
And fuch a daughter. 
Should fure to the daughter, 
If my cap would buy a halter, 
So the fool follows after. [Exit. 

Gon. This man hath had good counfel — ahundT^d 
Knights? 
'Tis politic, and fafe, to let him keep 
A hundred Knights ; yes, that on ev'ry dream^ 
Each buz, each fancy, each complaint, diflike^ 
He" may en guard his dotage with their pow'rs. 
And hold our lives at mercy : Ofwaldy I fay. 

Alb. Well, you may fear too far; 

Gon. Safer than truft too far. 
Let meftill take away the harms I fear. 
Not fear ftill to be harm'd. ^know his hearty 
W'hat'he hath utter'd, I have writ my fitter ; • 
If (heMl fultain him and his hundred Knights, 
When I have (hcw'd th'unfitnefs 

Entir Steward. 

How now, Ofwald? 

What, have you writ that letter to my filler ? 

Stew. Ay, Madam. 

Gon. Take you fom« company, and away to horfe; 
Inform her full of my particular fears^ 

G 4 And 



3« King L EAR, 

And thereto add fuch reafons of your own, 

As may compa£l it more. So get you gone. 

And haflenyour return. [Exit Steward. 

No, no, my lord. 

This mitky genilenefs and courfe of yours. 
Though I condemn it not, yet, under pardon, 
You are much more at talk for want of wifdom, 
Than prais'd for harmful mildnefs. 

Alb. How far your eyes may pierce, I cannot tell ; 
Striving to better, oft wc mar what's well. 

Gon, Nay then 

Alb. Well, well, th' event. [Exeunt. 

SCENE XVII. 

A Court- Yard hdongii%g to the Duke of Albany's Val^cc, 

Re-enter Lear, Kent, Gentlemen and FooU 

Lear. /^ O you before to Glower with thefe letters ; 
VJT acquaint my daughter no further with any 
thing you know, than comes from her demand out 
of the letter : if your diligence be not fpcedy, I Ihall 
be there afore you. 

Kent. I will not fleep, my lord, 'till I have delr- 
^vered your letter. [Exit.- 

FooL If a man's brain were in his heels, were't not 
in danger of kibes ? 
Lear. Ay, boy. ^ 

FooL Then, I pr'ythee, be merry, thy wit (hall not 
go flip-lhod. 

Lear. Ha, ha, ha. 

Fool. Shalt fee, thy other daughter will ufe thee 
kindly ; for though flie's as like this as a crab's like 
an apple, yet I can tell what I can tell. 
Lear. What canft tell, boy? 

Fool. She will tafte as like this, as a crab does to 
a crab. Canft thou tell, why one's nofe ftands i'tli' 
middle of one's face ? 

Lear, 
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Ltar. No. 

fb(?/. Why, to keep one's eyes of either fide one's 
nofe ; that what a man cannot foiell out, he may fpy 
into. - 

lAar. I did her wrong-^ — 

JPb(>/. Canft tell how an oyfter makes his (hell ? 

Ltar. No. 

Fool, Nor I neither ; but I can tell, why a fnail has 
a houfe. 

Uar. Why ? 

fool. Why, to put's bead in, not to give it away 
to his daughters, and leave his horns without a cafe. 

Lear, I will forget my nature : fo kind a father ! 
be my horfes ready ? 

Tool. Thy affes are gone about 'em; the reafon, 
why the feven ftars are no more than fcvcn, is a 
pretty reafon. 

Ltar, Becaufe they are not eight. 

FooL Yes, indeed; thou would'ft make a good 
fool. 

Lear. To takc't again perforce ! monfter ingra- 
titude ! 

Fool. If you were my fool, nuncle, I'd have thee 
beaten for being old before thy time. 

Lear, How's that ? 
- Fool. Thou Ihould'ft not have been old, 'till thou 
hadft been wife. 

Lear. O, let me not be mad, not mad, fweet heav'n ! 
Keep me in temper, I would not be mad. 

Enter Gentleman. 

How now, are the horfes ready ? 
Gent. Ready, my lord. 
Lear. Come, boy. 

Fool. She that's a maid now, and laughs at my 
departure, 
Shall not be a maid long, unlefs things be cut fhorter. 

[Exeunt. 
C 5 ACT 
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ACT 11. SCENE i; 

A Cqflk belonging to the Earl of Glo'fter. 

Enter Edmund and Curan, feverally, 
Edmund. 

SAVE thee, Curan. 
Cur. And you, Sir. I have been with your fa- 
ther, and given- him notice that the Duke of Cornwall,- 
and Regan his Dutchefs,. will be here with him this • 
night. 

Edm. How comes that ? ^ 

Cur. Nay, I know not; you have heard of the:- 
news abroad; I mean, the whifper'd ones-; for ihey- 
are yet but ear^kifling arguments. 
^ Edm. Not I ; pray you, what are they ? 

Cur. Have, you heard of no likely wars toward, 
' 'twixt the Dukes of ComwaU and Albany 7 

Edm. Not a word. 

Cur. You may do then in time. Fare you well, . 
Sir. [Exiti 

SCENE II. . 

£rfwi. T^HE Duke be here to-night! the better I. 

X beft! 
This weaves itfelf perforce into my bufinefs; 
My father bath fet guard to take my brother. 
And 1 have.one thing of a queazf queftion 
Which I muft afl : briefnefs, and fortune work ! 
Brother, a word; defcend; Brother, I fay; 

To him. Enter Edgar. 

My father watches ; O, Sir, fly this place. 
Intelligence is giv'n where you are hid ; 

You've now the good advantage of the night 

Have you not fpokcn 'gainft the Duke of ComwaUT-^ 

He'5 
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lies coming ifither now i'th'night, i'th' hafte, 
And Regan with him; have you nothing faid 
Upon his- Party 'gainft the Duke of Albany f 
Advife yourfelf* 

Edg. I'm fure on't, not a word. 

Edm. I hear my father coming. Pardon me — — 

In cunning, J muft draw my fword upon you 

Draw^ feem to defend yourfelf. 

Now quit you well- 

Yield — come before my father — light hoa, heref — 
Fly, brother — ^Torches ! — fo farewel — [£xi/ Edgar. 
Some blood, drawn pn me, would beget opinion 

[Wounds his arm. 
Of my more fierce endeavour. Tve fcen drunkards- 
Do more than this in fport. Father! father i 
Slop, flop, no help? 

SCENE III, 

To him. Enter Glo'fter, and fervants with torches. 
Glo. TVJO W, Edmund^ where's the villain ? 

xS Edm. Here flood he in the dark, his ibarp- 
fword out, 
Mumbling of wicked Charms, conjVing the moon 
To ftand 's aufpicious miftrefff; 
Glo. But where is he? 
Edm. Look, Sir, I bleed.- 
Glo. Where is the villain,* Edmund f 
Edm. Fled this way. Sir, when by no means he 

could ' 

Glo. Purfue him, ho ! go after. By no means, 

what ? 

Edm. Perfuade me to the murder of your lordQiip; 
But that, I told him, the revenging Gods 
'Gainft Parricides did all the thunder bend, 
Spoke with how manifold and flrong a bond 
The child was bound to th' father.-r-Sir^ in fine, 
•Seeing how lothly oppolite I flood 

G 6 To 
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To his unnaf ral purpofc, in fell motion . 

With his prepared fword he charges home 

My unprovided body, lanc'd my arm; 

And when he faw my beft alarmed fpirits, 

Bold in the quarrel's right, rousM to th^ encounter. 

Or whether gafted by the' noife I made. 

Full fuddenly he fled. 

G/o. Let him fly far ; 
Not in this land fliall he remain uncaught ; 
And found, difpaich'd. — ^The noble Duke my matter, 
My worthy arch and patron, comes to-night ; 
By his authority I will proclaim it, 
That he, who finds him, fliall dcferve our thanks, 
Bringing the murd'rous coward to the ftake: 
He that conceals him, death. 

Edm. When I difluaded him from his intent. 
And found him pight to do it, with curft fpeech 
1 threatened to difcover him ; he replied, 
Thou unpoflefling Baftard ! doft thou think. 
If I would ftand againft thee, would the rcpofal 
Of any truft, virtue, or wprth in thee 
Make thy words faithM? no; when I fliould deny. 
(As this I would, although thoU didft produce 
My very chaiafiet) Fd turn it all 
To thy fuggeftion, plot, and damned praflice; 
And thou muft make a dullard of the world, 
If they not thought the profits of my death 
Were very pregnant and potential fpurs 
To make thee feek it. [Trumpets within. 

Glo. O ftrange, fattened villain ! 

Would he deny his letter ; I never got. him. 

Hark, the Duke's trumpets ! I know not why he 

conies 

All Ports ril bar; the villain fliall not 'fcape ; 
The Duke muft grant me that ; befides, his piflure 
I will fend far and near, that all the Kingdom 
May have due note of him ; and of my land, 
(Loyal and natural Boy !) Fll work the means 
To make thee capable. SCENE 
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S C E N E IV. 

Enter Cornwall, Regan, and attendants, 
Corn.T T O W now, my noble friend ? fince I came 

Ljl higher, 
Which I can call but now,l have Ireardftrange news. 

Reg. If it be true, all vengeance comes too fhort. 
Which can purfae th'" offender; how docs my lord? 

Glo/O Madam, my old heart is crack'd, it's crack'd. 

Reg. What, did my father's godfon feck your life? 
He whom my father nam*d? Your Edgar? 

Glo. O lady, lady. Shame would have it hid. 

Reg, Was he not companion with the riotous 
Knights, 
That tend upon my father ? 

Glo. 1 know not. Madam : 'tis too bad, too bad. 

Edm. Yes, Madam, he was of that confort. 

Reg. No marvel then, though he were ill affefled; 
'Tis they have put him on the old man's death, 
To have th' expence and wafle of his revenues. 
I have this prefent evening from my lifter 
Been well informed of them; and with fuch cautions, 
That if they come to fojourn at my houfe, 
ril not be there. 

Corn. Nor I, I affure thee, Regan ; 
Edmund, 1 hear, that you have ihewn your father 
A child-like office. 

Edm. Twas my duty. Sir. 

Glo. He did bewray liis praftice, and receiv'd 
This hurt you fee, flriving to apprehend him. 

Corn. Is he purfued? 

Glo. Ay, my good lord. 

Corn. If he be taken, he fhall never more 
Be fear'd of doing harm : make your own purpofe, 
How in my ftrength you pleafe. As for you, Edmund, 
Whofe virtue and obedience in this initance 
So much commerids itfelf, you fliall be ours ; 

Natures 
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Natures of fuch deep Truft we (ball much need : 
Ypu we firft feize on. 

Edm^ I (hall fervc you. Sir, 
Truly, however elfe. 
; Glo. I ^hank your Grace. 

Corn. You know not why we came to vifit you — 

Keg. Thus out of feafon threading dark-ey'd night; 
Occafions, noble Gld*Jier^ of fome poife. 
Wherein we muft have ufc o^your advice.* *■ ■ 
Our father he hath writ, fo hath our fitter. 
Of difPrences^ which I beft thought it fit 
To anfwer from our home : the fev'ral meflengers 
From hence attend difpatch. Our good old friend. 
Lay Comforts to your bofom; and bcftow 
Your needful counfel to our bufinefles, 
"Which crave the inftant ufc. 

Glo. I ferve you, Madam: 
Your Graces are right' welcome. [Eiieufii. - 



S-.-C E N E V. 

Enter Kent, and Steward^ feverally. 
' D down 
houfe ? 



Sieto. /n O O D downing to thee, friend ; art of this'- 



Kent, Ay. 

Stew, Where may we fet our horfes ? 

Kent, Till mire. 

Stew, Pr'ythee, if thou lov^ft me, tell me, 

Kent* I love thee not. 

Stew, Why then I care not for thee. 

Kfint, If I had thee in Lipjbury pinfold, I would 
make thee care for me. 

Stew. Why doft thou ufe me thus ? I know the«- 
not. 

Kent. Fellow, I know thee. 

Stew. What doft thou know me for? 

Kent. A knave, a rafcal, an eater of broken meats, 
a bafe, proud, (hallow, beggarly, three-fuited, hun- 
dred' 
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dred-pound, filthy worfted-fiocking knave ; a lilly- 
liver'd, aflion-taking, kaave ; awhorefon, glafs-gaz- 
ing, fupcr-ferviceablc, finical rogue; one-truuk-inhe- 
riting fiave ; one that would'ft be a bawd in way of 
good fervice; and art nothing but the compofition of 
a knave, beggar, coward, pander, and the fon and 
heir of a mungril bitch ; one whom I will beat into 
clamr'ous whining, if thou deny'ft the leaft fyllable 
of thy addition. 

Stexv. Why, what a monftrous fellow art thou, thus 
to rail on one, that is neither known of thee, nor 
kiiows thee? 

Kitit, What a brazen-fac'd variet art thou, to deny 
thou know'ft me ? is it two days ago, fince I tript up 
thy heels^ and beat thee before the King ? draw, you 
rogue; for tho' it be night, yet the moon fhines; 
I'll make a fop o'th' moonlhine of you ; you whore- 
fon, culliopiy, barber-monger, draw, 

[Drawing his f word. - 

Stew. Away, I have nothing to do with thee. 

Kent. Draw, you rafcal ; you come with letters 
againft the King; and take Vanity., the Puppet's 
part, againft the rbyalty of her father ; draw, you* 
rogue, or I'll fo carbonado your (hanks — draw, you 
rafcal, come your ways. 

Stew. Help, ho ! murder^! help! 

Kent. Strike, you fljive ; ftand, rogue, fland, you 
Dcat flave, ftrike. [Beating him* 

Stew, Help ho! murder! murder! 

S C E N E VI. 

Enter Edmund, Cornwall, Regan, Glo'fler, and* 
Servants, 

Edm. T TOW now, what's the matter? Part 

XTL Kent. With you, goodman boy, if you- 
pleafe; come. 

Ell flelh ye ; come on, youngs mafter. 

"^ Glo. 
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Glo. Weapons? arms? what's the matter here ? 

Corn. Keep peace, upon your lives ; he dies, that 
firikes again ; what's the matter ? 

Reg, The meffengers fr6m our fifter and the King? 

Corn, What is your difference? fpeak. 

Stew, I am fcarce in breath, my lord. 

Kent, No marvel, you have fo belli r'd your va- 
lour; you cowardly rafcal ! nature difclainis all 
{hare in thee: a tailor made thee. 

Corn, Thou art a ftrange fellow ; a tailor make a 
man? 

Kent. I, a tailor, Sir; a ftone-cutter, or a painter 
could not have made him fo ill, tho' they had been 
but two hours o'th' trade. 

Corn, Speak yet, how grew your quarrel? 

S/«u. This ancient ruffian. Sir, whofe life I have 
fpar'd at fuit of his grey beard- 

Kent.Thon whorefon zed I thou unneceffary letter ! 
my lord, if you will give me leave, I will tread jth is' 
unbolted villain into mortar, and daub the wall of a 
Jakes with him. Spare my grey beard ? you wag- 
tail ! 

Corn, Peace, Sirrah! 
You beaftly knave, know you no reverence? 

Kent, Yes, Sir, but anger hath a privilege^ 

Corn, Why art thou angry ! 

Kent.Thdit fach a (lave as this fliou'd wear a fword. 
Who wears no honefty, fuch fmiling rogues as thefe, 
* Like rates, oft bite the holy cords in twain 
Too 'intrinficate t'unloofe: footh every paflion. 
That in the nature of their lords rebels: 
Bring oil to fire, fnow to their colder moods ; 
Renege, affirm, and turn their halcyon beaks 

♦ Like rats^ oft bite the holy cords in twain] By thcfc holy Cords the 
Poet means the natural Union between Parents and Children. The 
Metaphor is taken from the Cords oj iht San&uarys and the Fomen- 
ters of Family Differences are compared tathefc facrilegiouj Rats. 

Warburton, 

With 
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With ev^ry Gale and Vary of their mafters ; 
As knowing nought, like dogs, but following. 
I A plague upon your epileptic vifage ! 
Smile you my fpeeches, as I were a fool ? 
Goofe, if I had you upon Sflfttm-plain, 
I'd. drive ye cackling home to * Camelot, 
Corn. What art ihou mad, old fellpw ! 
j Glo» How fell you out? fay that. 

I Kent, No contraries hold more antipathy, 

j Than I and fuch a knave. 

Corn. Why doft thou call him knave ? what is his 
I fault? 
: Kent, His countenance likes me not. 

Corn. No more perchance, does mine, nor his, nor 

hers, 
Kent. Sir, 'tis my occupation to be plain; 
I have feen better faces in my time, 
I Than fiand on any (boulder that I fee 
I Before me at this infiant. 

Corn. This is fome fellow, 
Who having been prais'd for bluntnefs, doth affefl 
A faucy rdughnefs ; and conftfains the garb, 
Quite from his nature. He can't flatter, he, — 
Ar honed mind and plain, he mud fpeak truth ; 
I An they will take it, fo; if not, he's plain. 
! Thefe kind of knaves I know, which in this plain- 
nefs 
Harbour more craft, and more corrupter ends, 
Than twenty filky ducking obfervants. 
That ftretch their duties nicely. 
\ Kent. Sir, in good faith, in fincere verity. 

Under th' allowance of your grand afpcd^ 
Whofe influence, like the wreath of radiant fire 

On flickering Fhahus" front 

I Corn. What mean'ft by this? 
[ Kent. To go out of my dialed, which you difcom- 
* Cametot.] Was the Place where the Romances fay, King Ar- 
thur kept his Court in the Weft: Warbufton. 

i • mend 



4t Xing L E A Rl 

mend fo much : I know, Sir, I am no flatterer; he, 
that beguird you in a plain accent, was a plain knave; 
which for my part I will not be, though I fbould win 
your difpleafure to intreat roe to't. 

Corn. What was th' offence you gave him ? 

Stew. I never gave him any: 
It pleas'd the King his matter very lately 
To ftrike at me upon his raifconftruftion : 
When he conjunS, and flatt'ring his difpleafure,. 
Tript nie behind ; being down, infulted, rail'd, 
And put upon him fiich a deal of man, that 
' That worthied him ; got praifes of the King, 
For him attempting who was felf-fubdu'd; 
And, in the flefhment of this dread exploit. 
Drew on me here again? 

Kent. None of thcfe rogues and cowards, 
But Ajax is their fool. 

Corn. Fetch forth the Stocks. 
You ftubborn ancient knave, you rev' rend braggart. 
We'll teach you 

Kent. Sir, I am too old to learn : 
G^all not your Stocks forme, I ferve the Kingv 
On whofe employment I was fent to you. 
Ybu fhall do fmall refpeS, fliew too bold malice 
Againft the grace and perfon of my matter, 
Stocking his meflcnger. 

Corn. Fetch forth, the Stocks ; 
As I have life and honour, there fliall he fit till noonr 

Reg. Till noon ! till night, my. lord, and all night 
too. 

Kent. Why, Madam, if I were your father^s dog, 
You could not ufe me fo. 
^ Reg. Sir, being his knave, I will. 

[Stocks brought out. 

Corn. This is a fellow of the felf-fame nature 
Gur fitter fpeaks of. Come, bring away the S'tocks. 

Glo. Let me befeech your Grace not lo do fo; 
<His fault is much, and the good King his matter 

' Will 
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Will check him for't; your purposed low corrcflion 
Is fuch, as bafeft and the meaneft wretches 
For pilfrings, and moft common trefpafles, 
Are punifh'd with. The King muft take it ill. 
That he, fo (lightly valued in his meffenger, 
Should have him thus reArain'd. 

Corn, I'll anfwer that. 

Reg. My Sifter may receive it much more worfe, 
To have her Gentleman abus'd, affaulted, 

For following her aflFairs. Put in his legs 

[Rent is put in the Stocks* 
Gome, my lord, away. 

[Exeunt Regan and Cornwall. 

SCENE VII. 

G/^. T'M forry for thee, friend; 'tis the Duke's 

X pleafure, 
Whofe difpofition, all the world well knows, 
Will not be rubb'd nor ftop'd. I'll intreat for thee. 
Kent. Pray, do not, Sir. I've watch'd and travell'd. 
hard.; 
Some time I fliall fleep out, the reft I'll whittle : 
A good man's fortune may grow out at heels ; 
Giv^ you good-morrow. 

Glo, The Duke's to blame in this, 'twill be ill takcm 

[Exit. 
Kent. Good King, that muft approve the common^ 
Saw, 
Thou out of heaven's benedi£lion com'ft 
To the warm fun ! 
Approach, thou beacon to this under-globe, 

[Looking up to the moon^ 
That by thy comfortable beams I may 
Perufe this letter. Nothing almoft fees miracles,. 
But mifery. I know, 'tis from Cordelia ; 
Who hath moft fortunately been inform'd 
Of my obfcured courfe. I fhall find time 

From 
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From this enormous flate, and feek to give 
Loffes their remedies. All weary and o'er-watch'd. 
Take Vantage, heavy eyes, not to behold 
This flaaraeful lodging. 

Fortune, goodnight; fmile once more, turn thy wheel. 

[Hejleeps. 

SCENE VIII. 

Changes to a Fart of a Heath. 
Enter Edgar. 
Edg, T'VE heard myfelf proclaimed ; 

JL And, by the happy hollow of a tree, 
Efcap'd the hunt. No port is free, no place. 
That Guard and moft unufual vigilance 
Does not attend my taking. While I may 'tape, 
I will preferve myfelf : and am bethought 
To take the bafcft and the pooreft fhapCy 
That ever Penury in contempt of man - 
Brought near to bead : my face FU grime with filth. 
Blanket my loins ; elfe all my hair in knots ; 
And with prefented nakednefs out-face 
The winds, and perfecutions of the fky. 
The country gives me proof and preGdent 
Of bedlam beggars, who, with roaring voices. 
Strike in their numb'd and mortify'd bare arms^ 
Pins, wooden pricks, nails, fprigs of rofemary; 
And with this horrible pbjeft, from low farms. 
Poor pelting villages, flieep-coats and mills. 
Sometimes with lunatic bans, fometimes with prayVs, 
Inforce their charity ; poor Turlygood I poor Tom ! — 
That's fomething yet : Edgar I nothing am. [Exit, 

SCENE IX. 

Changes again to the Earl of GWficis Cajlle. 
Enter Lear, Fool^ and Gentleman, 

Lear. 'HT^I S ftrange, that they fhould fo depart from 
X home, 

Gent. 
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And not fend back my meffenger. 

Gent, As 1 learn'd, 
The night before, there was no purpofe in them 
Of this remove. 

Kent. Hail to thee, noble mafter ! 

Lear, Ha ! maVft thou thy fhame thy paftimc ? 

Kent. No, my lord. 

Tool. Ha, ha, he wears cruel garters ; horfes ar« 
ty'd by the heads, dogs and bears, by th' neck, mon- 
keys by th' loins, and men by th' legs ; when a man 
is over-lufty at legs, then he wears wooden nether 
flocks. 

Lear. What's he, that hath fo much thy Pla^^ 
miftook. 
To fet thee here ? 

Kmt. It is both he and fhc;, 
Your fon and daughter. 

Lear^ No. 

Kent. Yes. 

Lear. No, I fay. 

Kent. I fay, yea. 

Lear. By Jupiter^ I fwear, no. 

Kent. By Juno, I fwear, ay. 

±ear. They durft not do't. 
They could not, would not do't ; 'tis worfe than 

murder, 
To do upon Tefpeft fuch violent outrage: 
Refolve mc with all modeft hafte, which way 
Thou might'ft deferve, or they iropofe this ufage. 
Coming from us? 

Kent. My lord, when at their home 
I did commend your Highnefs' letters to them, 
Ere I was rifen from the place, that fhew'd 
My duty kneeling, came a reeking Poft, 
Stew'din his hafle, half breathlefs, panting forth 
From Gonerill his miftrefs, falutation ; 
Deliver'd letters fpight of intermiflion, 
Which prefently they read : on whofe contents 

They 
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*They fummon'd up their meiny, ftrait took horfc«; 

Commanded me to' follow, and attend 

The leifure of their anfwer; gave me cold looks ; 

And meeting here the other meffenger, 

Whofe welcome, I perceived, had poifonM mine ; 

(Being the very fellow, which of late 

Difplay'd fo faucily againft your Highncfs,) 

Having more man than wit about me, I drew ; 

He rais'd the houfe with loud and coward cries : 

Your fon and daughter fouad this trefpafs worth 

The ftiame which here it fuffers. 

Fool, Winter's not gone yet, if the wild gecfe fly 
that way. 
Fathers, that wear rags. 

Do make their children blind^ ! 

But fathers, that bear bags, i 

Shall fee their children kind. | 

Fortune, that arrant whore, ' 

Ne'er turns the key to th' poor. i 

But, for all this, thou fhalt have as many ddlours from j 

Thy dear daughters, as thou canft tell in a year. ! 

Lear. Oh, how this mother fwells up tow'rd-my I 

heart ! 

Hyjierica pajfw, down, thou climbing forrow. 

Thy element's below; where is this daughter? ' 

Kent. With the Earl, Sir^ here within, 

Lear. Follow me not ; ftay here. [Exit, j 

Gent. Made you no more. offence, i 

But what you fpeak of? I 

Kent. None. , 

How chance the King comes with fo fmall a number? 

Fool. An thou hadft been fet i'th' ftocks for that 

queftion, thou'dft well deferved it: 

Kent. Why, fool ? 

Fool. We'll fet thee to fchool to an Ant, to teach 

thee there's no lab'ring i'th' winter. All, that follow 

their nofes are led by their eyes, but blind men ; and 

♦ they/ummgnd upi/uir mciny,— ] Meiny ^u <. People. Mr Pope, 

Therc'^ 
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. There's not a nofc among twenty, but can fmell him 
that's {linking — let go thy hold, when a great wheel 
runs down a hill, left it break thy neck with follow- 
ing it; but the great one that goes upward, let him 
draw thee after. When a wife man gives thee better 
counfel, give me mine again ; I would have none but 
knaves folk>w it, (ince a fool gives it. 
That Sir, which ferves for gain, * 

And follows but for form, 
Will pack, when it begins to rain, 
And leave thee in the ftorm : 
But I will tarry, the fool will flay. 
And let the wife man fly : 
The knave turns fool, that runs away ; 
The fool no knave, perdy. 

Kent, Where learn'd you this, fool ? 

Foal. Not i'th' Stocks, fool. 

SCENE X. 

Enter Lear and Glo'fter. 
Lear. TTXENY to fpeat with me? they're ficfc, 

JL/ they're weary. 
They have travell'd all the night? mere fetches. 
The images of revolt and flying off, 

Bring me 2f better anfwer . 

Glo. My dear lord. 
You know the fiery quality of the Duke : 
How unremovable, and fixt he is 
In his own courfe. 

Lear. Vengeance! .plague! death! confufion! 

Fiery ? what fiery quality ? why, Gld'Jier^ 
I'd fpcak with the Duke of Cornwall^ and his wife. 
Glo. Well, my good lord, I have inform'd them fo. 
Lear. Inform'd them? doft thou underftand me ' 

man ? 
Glo. Ay, my good lord ? 

Lear. The King would fpeak with Cornwall, the 
dear father Woutd 
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Wou'd with his daughter fpcak ; commands her fer- 

vicc : 
Are they inform'd of this ? — my breath and blood.'- 
Ficry? the fiery duke? tell the hot Duke, that — 
No, but not yet ; may be, he is not well ; 
Infirmity doth (lill negled aU office, 
Whereto our health is bound ; we're not ourfelves. 
When Nature, being oppreft, commands the mind 
To fuffer with the body. I'll forbear; 
And am fallen out with my more headier will, 
To take the indifpos'd and fickly fit 
For thefound man.— Deathon my ftate! but wherefore 
Should he fit here? this A& perfuadcs me, j 

That this remotion of the Duke and her ' 

Is praftice only. Give me my fervant forth; 
*Go, tell the Duke and's wife, Td fpeak with- them: 
Now, prefently, — bid them come forth and hear me, 
Or at their chamber-door Til beat the drum, 
'Till it cry, fleep to death. 

Glo. I would have all well betwixt you. [Exii. 

Lear. Oh me, my heart I.myrifing heart! but down. 

Fool. Cry to it, nuncle, as the cockney did to the 
Eels, when flie put them i'th' Pafty alive; fbe rapt 
'em o'th' coxcombs with a flick, and cry'd, down 
wantons, down; 'Twas her brother, that in pure kind- 
nefs to his horfe butler'd his hay. 

s c E N E XI. 

Enier Corhwell, Regan, Glo'fter, and Servants. 
Lear. /^ O O D-morrow to you both. 
vJT Corn. Hail to your Grace ? 

[Kent isfei at liberty. 
Reg. I am glad to fee your Highnefs. 
Lear. Regan^ I think, you are ; I know, what reafon 
I have to think fo; if thou wert not glad, 
I would divorce me from thy mother's tomb. 
Sepulchring an adult'refs. 0,are you free ?[7(? Kent. 
Some other time for that. Beloved Regan, . 

Thy 
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Thy fifter's naught : oh Regan^ fhe hath tied 
Sharp-tooth'd unkjftdnefs like a vulture here; 

[Points to his hearU 
I can fcarce fpeak to thee; thou'lt not believe, 
With how deprav'd a quality — oh Regan! 

Jleg, I pray you, Sir, take patience; I have Hope, 
You lefs know hpw to value her defert, 
Than fhe to fcant her duty. 

Lear, Say? How is that? 

Reg. I cannot think my £{ler in the leaft 
Would fail her obligation. If, perchance, 
She have reftrain'd the riots of your followers ; 
Tis on fuch ground, and to fu^h wholefomc encj. 
As clears hei: from all blame. 

Lear, My curfes on her ! 

Reg. O Sir, you are old, 
"Nature in you ftands on the very verge 
Of her confine ; you (hould be rul'd and led 
By fome difcretion, that difcerns your flate 
Better than you yourfelf : therefore, I pray you, 
That to our fifter you do make return ; 
Say, you have wrong'd her. Sir. 

Lear. Aflc her forgivenefs ? 
Do you but mark, how this becomes the Houfe? 
Dear daughter, I confefs, that i am old ; 
Age is unneceflTary : On my>knejes I beg. 
That you'll vouchfafe me raiment, bed, and food. 

Reg. Good Sir, no more; thefe are unfightly tricks: 
Return ygu .to uiy fifter. 

Lear. Never, Regan: 
She hath abated me of half my train ; 
*Look'd black upon me; ftruck me with her tongue, 
» Looked black upon me;] So all the Editions. Mr. Theobald . Alters 
it to blank, A fmall Alteration, only turning black to white. His 
Rcafon is, bccaufe to look black upon him is a Phra/t he does not undeU 
fiand. But it alludes to a Serpent's turning blacky when it fwells with 
-Rage and Venom, the very Creature to which Uar here compares 
his Daughter. ^ 

Vol. VII. D Moft 
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Mod fcrpent-Iike, upon the very heart. 

All the ftorM vengeances of heaven fall 

On her ingrateful Top I ftrikc her young bones. 

You taking airs, with lamenefs! 

Corn. Fie, Sir! fie! [flames 

Lear. You nimble lightnings, dart your blinding 
Into her fcornful eyes ! infeA her beauty. 
You fen-fuck'd fogs, drawn by the pow nul fun 
To fall, and blaft her pride. 

Reg. .O the bleft Gods ! 
So will you wi(h on me, when the ra(b mood is on. 

Lear. No, Regan^ thou ihalt never have ray curfe : 
Thy tendet-heftcd nature (hall not give 
Thee o'er to harflinefs; her eyes are fierce, but thine 
Do comfort, and not burn. Tis not in thee 
To grudge my pleafures, to cut off my train, 
To bandy hafty words, to fcant my fizes. 
And, in conclufion, to oppofe the bolt 
Againft my coming in. Thou better know'fi 
The offices of nature, bond of child-hood, 
Effefis of courtefy, dues of gratitude : 
Thy half o'th' kingdom tbou haft not forgot. 
Wherein I thee endow'd. 

Reg. Good Sir, to th' purpofe. [Trumpets within, 

Lear. Who put my man i'th' Stocks ? 
Enter Steward. 

Corn. What trumpet's that? 

Reg. I know't, my mafter*s : this approves her letter. 
That flie would foon be here. Is your lady.come ? 

Lear. This is a flave, whofe eafy-borrow'd pride 
Dwells in the fickle grace of her he follows. 
Out, varlet, from my fight. 

Com. What means your Grace ? 

SCENE XII. 

Enter Gonerill. 
Lear.\'\TllO llockt my fervant ? 2le^«fi, I've 
VV good hopc,^ 

Thou 
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Thou didft fiot know on'u— Who caraes here? 

Heav'ns, 

If you do love old men, if your fweet fway 

Hallow obedience, if yourfelves are old. 

Make it your caufe ; fend down, and take my part : 

Art not afbam'd to look upon this beard ? 

O Regan, will you take her by the band ? [fended ? 

Gon. Why not by th' hand, Sir ? how ha-ve I of-/ 
All's not offence, that indifcretion finds, 
And dotage terms fo. 

Lear. O fides, you are too tough ! 
Will you yet hold? — ^how came my man iW Stocks? 

Com. Ifet him there. Sir : but his own diforders 
Deferv'd much lefs advancement. 

Lear, You ? did you ? 

Reg, I pray you, Father, being weak, deem^t fa. 
If, 'till the expiration of your month, 
You will return and fojourn with my fiftcr, 
Difmiffing half your train, come then to me; 
I'm now from home, and out of that provifion 
Which (hall be needful for your entertainment. 

Lear, Return to her, and fifty men difmifs'd ? 
No, rather I abjure all roofs, and thufe • 
To wage againft the enmity o'th' air ; 
To be a comrade with the wolf and owl, 

Neceflity's (harp pinch Return with her ? 

Why, the hot-blooded France^ that dow'rlefs took 
Our youngeft bom, I could as well be brought 
To knee his throne, and 'Squire-like penfion beg. 

To keep bafe life.a-foot; Return with her? 

Perfuade me rather to be a Claire, and fumpter, 
To this detefted groom. 

Gon, At your choice. Sir. 

Lear. I pr'ythee, daughter, do not make me mad; 

1 will not trouble thee, my child. Farewel ; 
We'll no more meet, no more fee one another; 
But yet thou art my flelh, my blood, my daughter,— 
Or rather a difeafe that's in my flelh, 

» « Which 
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Which I mwft needs call min^.; thou art a bile, 

A plague-fore, or imboffed carbuncle, 

In my corrupted blood ; but 111 not chide thee. 

Let fliame come when it will, I do not call it; 

I do not bid the "thunder-bearer ihoot. 

Nor tell tales of thee to high-judging Jow^. 

Mend when thou canft ; vhe better atthy Icifurc. 

I can be patient, I can flay with Regan; 

I, and my hundred Knights. 

Reg, Not altogether fo ; 
I look'd not for you yet, nor am provided 
For your fit welcome ; give ear to my fifier ; 
For thofe that mingle reafon with your pafSon, 

Muft be content to think you old, and fo 

But Ihe knows what fhe does. 

Lear. Is this well fpoken ? 

Reg, I dare avouch it. Sir ; what fifty followers ? 
Is it not well? what fliould you need of more ? 
Yea, or fomany? finceboth charge and danger 
Speak 'gainft fo great a number: how in one houfe 
Should many people under two command* 
Hold amity? 'tis hard, almoft impoffible. 

Gon. Why^nightvnot you, my lord, receive atten- 
dance 
From thofe that Ihe calls fervants, or from mine ? 

Reg. Why not, my lord ? if then they chanc'd to 
flack ye. 
We could controul them ; if you'll come to me, 
(For now I fpy a danger) I intreat you 
To bring but fivje and twenty ; to no more 
Will I give place. or notice. 

Lear. I give you all 

Reg. And in good time you gave it. 

Lear. Made you my Guardians, my depofitarics ; 
But kept a refervation to.be followed 
With fuch a number; muft I come to you 
With five and twenty ? Regan, faid you fo ? 

Reg. And fpeak't again, my lord, no more with me. 

* tear. 
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Lear. *Thofe wrinkled creatures yet do look well- 
favour d. 
When others are more wrinkled. Not being worft. 
Stands in fome rank of praife ; I'll go with thee ; 
Thy fifty yet doth double five and twenty ; 
And thou art twice her love- 

Gon. Hear me, my lord ; 
What need you five and twenty, ten^ or five, 
To follow in a houfe, were twice fo many 
Have a command to tend you ? 

Reg. What needs one ? 

Lear. O, reafon not the need:' Joiir bafcft beggars 
Are in the pooreft thing fuperfluoius ; 
Allow not nature more than nature needs, 
Man's life is cheap as beafts. Thou art a lady ; 
If ooly to go warm were gorgeous. 
Why, nature needs not what thou gorgeous wear'ft, 
Which fcarcely keeps thee warm ; but for true need,- 
You heav'ns, give me that patience which I need f 
You fee me here, you Gods, a poor old man, 
^ As full of grief as age ; wretched in both ! 
If i* be you, that ftir thefe daughters' hearts 
Againft. their father, fool me not fo much 
To bear it tamely ; touch me with noble anger; 

let not women's weapons, water-drops, 

Stain my man's cheeks. No, you unnatVal hags, 

1 will have fuch revenges on you both. 

That all the world fliall 1 will do fuch things, 

♦ thofe wicked creatures yet do lo^A well-favour d. 

When others are more wicked :— — As % little before, in the 
Text [lihejlatterers] the Editors had made a Similitude where the 
Author intended none ; fo herc^ where he did^ they are not in the 
Humour to give it us, becaufe not introduced with the formulaiy 
Word, like. Lear% fecond I>aughtcr proving fliU more Unkind 
than the firft, he begins to enUrtain a better Opinion of this, from 
the other's greater Degree of Inhumanity ; , and exprelTes it by a Si- 
militude taken from the Deformities which old Age brings on. 
thofe wrinkled creatures yet do look well-favoui'd. 
What others are more wrinkled ; * Warhurton. 

D Q Whai 
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What tbty are, yet I tnow not ; but they fliall be 
The terrors of the earth : you think, TU weep : 
No, ril not weep. — I have full caufe of weeping : — 
This heart ihall break into a tkoufand flaws 
Or ere I weep. O fool, I fhall go mad. 

[Exeunt Lear, Glo'fier, Kent and FooL 

S C E N E XIII. 

Corn. T E T us withdraw, 'twill be a fiorm. 

m. J [Storm and tempejl. 

Reg, This houfe is little ; the old man and his people 
Cannot be well beftow'd. 

Gon. Tis his own blame hath put himfeif from refi» 
And mull needs tafle hi$ folly. 

Reg. For his particular, Vll receive bim galdly ; 
But not one follower. 

Gon. So am I purposM. 
Where is my lord of Gh'Jlerf 

Enter Glo'fler. 

Corn. Follow'd the old man forth ; — he is returned* 

Glo. The king is in high rage, and will I know 
not whither. 

Corn. 'Tis beft to give him way, he leads himfeif. 

Gon. My lord, intreat him by no means to ftay. 

Glo. Alack, the night comes on : and the high winds 
Do forely ruffle, for many miles about 
There's fcarce a bufti. 

Reg. O Sir, to wilful men. 
The injuries, that they themfelves procure, 
Muft be their fchool-mafters : (hut up your doors f 
He is attended with a defp'rate train ; 
And what they may incenfe him to, being apt 
To have his ear abus'd, wifdom bids fear. 

Corn, Shut up your doors, my lord, 'tis a wild night. 
My Regan counfels well : come out o' th' ftorm. 

[Exeunt. 
ACT 
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ACT III. SCENE I. * 
A HEATH. 

AJlorm is heard, with tkundtr and lightning. Enter 
Kent, and a Gentleman^ JeveraUj. 

Kent. 

WH O 's there, befides foul weather ? 
GerU. One minded like the weather^ mod 
unquietly. 

Kent. I know you ; where's the King? 

Gent. Contending with the fretful elements ; 
Bids the wind blow the earth into the fea ; 
Or fwell the curled waters 'bove the main, 
That things might change, or ceafe : tears his white 

hair ; 
(Which the impetuous blafls with eyelefs rage 
Catch in their fury, and make nothing of,) 
Strives in. his little World of Man t' outfcorn 
The to-and-fro-confliSing Wind and Rain. 
This night, wherein the cub-drawn bear would couch, 
The lion, and the belly-pinched wolf 
Keep their furr dry; unbonnetted he runs, 
And bids what will, take all. 

Kent. But who is with him ? 

Gent. None but the Fool, who labours to out-jeft 
His heart-ftruck injuries. 

Kent. Sir, I do know you. 
And dare upon the warrant of my pote. 
Commend a dear thing to you. There's diviGon 
(Although as yet the face of it is cover'd 
With mutual cunning) 'twixt Albany and Cornwall: 
Who have (as who have not, whom their great ftars 
Throne and fet high ?) fervants^ who feem no lefs; 
Which are. to France the fpies and fpeculations 
Intelligent of our fiate. what hath been feen, 

f> 4 Either 
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Either in fnuffs and packings of rhe Dukes ; 
Or the bard rein, which both of them have borne-' 
Againft the old kind king;, or fomething deeper, 
(Whereof, perchance, ihefe are but furnilhings — y 
But true it is, from France there comes a power 
Into this fcathed kingdom; who already^ 
Wife in our negligence, have fecret feize 
In fome of our beft ports, and are at point 

To fliow their open banner Now to you^ 

If on my credit you dare build fo far 

To make your fpeed to Dover^ you fball find 

Some that will thank you, make juft report . 

Of how unnatural atid bemadding forrow 

The King hath caufe to plaiir. 

I am a gentleman of blood and breeding. 

And from fome knowledge and aflfurance of you;,. 

OflFer this office. 

Genu ril talk further with you. 
• Kent. No, do not : 
For confirmation that I am much more 
Than my out-waU, open this purfe and take 
What it contains. If you ftiall fee Cordelia^ 
(As, fear not, but you (hall:) (hew her that Ring, 
And the will tell you who this fellow is^ 
That yet you do not know. Fie on this ftorm ! 
1 will go feek the King. 

Gent. Give me your band, have you no more to fay ? 

_ Kent, Few words, but, toelFeft, more than all yet; 

That, when we have found the King, (in which youf 

take 
That way, I this :) he that firft lights on him, 
HaJloo the other. [Exeunt feverallj. 

S C E N E II. 

Storm Jiill. Enter Leax arid Fo<^. 
Itar. "WyLOVf windtf and crack your checks i rage, 
J3 Uowt 

Yob 
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You catarafls, and hurricanoes, fpout Jcocks ! 

Till yoir have drencht our fteeples, drowii'd ihe 
You fulphVous and thought-executing fires, 
Vaunt-couriers o£ oak-cleaving thunder-bolts, 
Singe my whitehead. And thou all-fliaking thunder. 
Strike flat the thick rotundity o'th' world; 
Crack nature's motild, all germins fpill at once 
That make ingrateful man. 

FooLO nuncle, court-holy-water in a dry houfe is 
better than the rain-waters out o'door. Good nun- 
clc, in, and aflc thy daughters bleflingr here's a 
night, that pities neither wife men nor fools. 

Lear. Rumble thy belly full, fpit fire, fpout rain;. 
Nor rain, wind, thunder,, fire, are my daughters ; 
I tax not you, you elements, with unkindnefs; 
I never gave you kingdom, call'd you children ; 
You owe me nofubfcription. Then let fall 

Your horrible pleafure; here I Aand, your 

Brave ; 
A poor, ipfirm, weak, and defpis'dold man T 
But y^et I call you fervile minifters. 
That have with two pernicious daughters join'd* 
Your high-engender'd battles, 'gainft a head 
So old and white as this. Oh! oh ! 'tis fouK 

Fool, He that has a houfe to put's head in, has a 
good head^piece : 

The cod-piece that will houfe before the head has any. 
The bead and he (hall lowfe ; fo beggars marry many. 
That man that makes his toe, what he his heart (hould 

make. 
Shall of a corn cry woe, and turn his fleep to wake. 
For there was never yet fair woman, but flie made 
mouths in a glafs. 

SCENE III. 

To them^ Enter Kent. 
Xear. T^O, I will be the pattern of all patience^ 
X^ I will fay nothing. 

D 5 Kent. 
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Kent, Who's there? 

Fool. Marry here's grace, and a tod-piece, that's s 
wiferoan and a fool. 

Kent, Alas,, Sir, are you here? things that love 
night, 
Love not fuch nights as thefe: the wrathful (kies 
• Gallow the very wand'rers of the dark,, 
And make them keep their Caves : iince I was man. 
Such (heets of fire, (uch burfts of horrid thunder. 
Such groans of roaring wind and rain, I never 
Remember to have heard. Man^s nature cannot carry 
Th^ affliftion, nor the force. 

Lear, h^t the great Gods, 
That keep this dreadful pother o'er our heads. 
Find out their enemies now. Trernble, thou wretch. 
That haft within thee undivulged crimes, 
Unwhipt of juftice. ,Hide thee, thou bloody hand. 
Thou Perjure, thou Simular of virtue, 
That art inceftuous : caitiF, jfhake to pieces. 
That under covert, and convenient feeming. 

Haft praftis'd on man's life ! Clofe pent-up guilts, 

Rive your concealing continents, ^nd aik 

Thefe dreadful fummoners grace. 1 am a man, 

More iinn'd againft, than finning. 

Kent, Alack, bare-headed ? 
Gracious my lord, hard by here is a hovel ; 
Some friendftiip will it lend you 'gainft the tempeft, 
Repofe you there, while I to this hard houfe 
(More hard than is the ftone whereof 'tis rais'd ; 
Which even but now, demanding after you, 
Deny'd me to come in) return, and force, 
Their fcanted courtefy. 

Lear, My wits begin to turn. 
Come on, my boy. How doft, my boy ? art cold? 
I'm cold myfelf. Where is the ftraw, my fellow ? 
The art of our neceffities is ftrauge, 

* Gallow the very wantPrers cf ike dark,'] Gallow^ a Wcft-countiy 
Wordj figniiies to fear or frightca. 

That 
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That can make vile things precious. Com€,your hovel; 
Poor fool and knave, Tve one firing in my hearl. 
That's forry yet for thee. 

Fool. He that has an a little tyny wi/, 

With heigh ho, the wind and thi rain; 
Miift make content with his fortunes Jit^ 
Though the rain it raineth every day, 

Lear, True, my good boy : come bring us to this 
hovel. [Exit. 

FooL 'Tis a brave night to cool a courtezan. 
I'll fpeak a prophecy or two ere I go. 
When priefts are more in words than matter^ 
When brewers mar their malt with water; 
When nobles are their tailors' tutors ; 
No heretics burnt, but wenches' fuitors; 
Then comes the time, who lives to fee't, 
That Going (hall be us'd with feet. ^ 
When every cafe in law is right. 
No fquire in debt, and no poor knight ; 
When flanders do not live in tongues; 
And cut-purfes come not to throngs ; 
When ufurers tell their gold i'th' field ; 
And bawds and whores do churches build : 
Then (hall the realm of Albion 
Come to great confufion. 

This prophecy Merlin fhall make, for I do live before 
his time. [Exit, 

S C E N E IV. 

An Apartment in Glo'fter's cajlle. 
Enter Glo'fter, and Edmund. 
Glo, ALACK, alack, Edmund^ I like not this un- 
Jl\ natural dealing ; when I delir'd their leave 
that I might pity him, they* took from me the ufe 
of mine ownhoufe; charg'd me on pain of perpetual 
difpleafu re, neither to fpeak of him, intreat for him, 
or any way fuftain him. 

D 6 . Edm, 
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Edm, Moft favage and unnatural ! 

Gh Go to ; fay you nothing. There is diviGoit 
between the Dukes, and a worfe matter than that : I 
have receiv'd a letter this night, 'tis dangerous to be 
fpoken ; (I have lock'd the letter in my clofet:) 
thefe injuries the King now bears, will be reveaged 
home ; there is part of a power already footed ; we 
xnuft incline to the King; I will look for him, and 
privily relieve him; go you, and maintain talk with 
the Duke, that my charity be not of him perceived; 
if he afk for me, I am ill, and gone to bed ; if I die 
for it, as no lefs^is threaten'd me, the King my old 
inafter muft be relieved. There are ftrange things 
toward Edmund; pray, you, be careful. [ExiL. 

Edm, This courtefy forbid thee, fliall the Duke 
Inftantly know, and of that letter too. 
This feems a fair deferving, and muft draw me 
That which my father lofes ; no lefs than all. 
The younger rifes,^ when the old doth fall. . [Exit. 

s G E N E V. 

Changes to a part of the Heath with a Hovet 
Enter Lear, Kent, and FooL 

Kent. T TERE is the place, my lord; good my lord, 

X X enter. ^ 

The tyranny o' the open night's too tough 
For nature to endure. [Storm JlilL 

Lear, Let me alone. 
Kent. Good my lord, enter here.. 
- Lear, Wilft break my heart ? 
Kent, Vd rather break mine own ; good my lordV 

enter. 
Lear. Thou think'ft 'tis much, that this conten- 
tious florm 
Invades us to the Ikin ; fo 'tis to thee 5 
But where the greater malady is fixt, 

The 
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The lefler is fcarce felt. Thou'dft Drun a bear ; 
But if thy flight lay toward the roaring fca, 
Thou'dft meet the bear i'th' mouth. When the mind's 

free, 
The body's delicate ; the tempefl in my miiwt 
Doth from my fenfes take all Feeling elfe, 
Save what beats there. Filial ingratitude I 
Is it not, as this mouth fliould tear this hand' 

For lifting food to't ? But I'll punifh homer 

No, 1 will weep no more In fuch a night, 

To fhut me oiit ? pour on, I will endure : 

In fuch a night as this ?. O, Regan, Goneriil^ 
Your old kind father, whofe frank heart gave all-^— 
O, that way madnefs lies ; let me (hun that ; 
No more of that. 

Kent, Good my lord, enter here. 

Lear, Pr'ythee, go in thyfelf, feek thine own eafef 
This tempeft will not give me leave to ponder 
Qn things would hurt me more — but I'll go in; - 

In, boy, go firft. You houfelefs poverty 

Nay^ get thee in ; I'll pray, and then I'll fleep 

Poor naked wretches, wherefoe'er you are. 
That bide the pelting of this pitilefs ftorm! 
How Ihall your houfelefs heads, and unfed fides, 
Yourloop'd and window'd raggednefs, defend you. 

From feafons fuch as thefe? O I have ta'en 

Too little care of this ! take phyfic, Ppmp ; 
Expofe thyfelf to feel what wretches feel. 
That thou may'ft fhake the fuperflux to them, 
And (hew the Heavens more juft. 

Edg. [within.] Fathom and half, fathom and half! 
poor I'om. 

Tool, Come not in here, nuncle, here's a l^irrt; 
help me, help me. [The fool runs out from the hovel. 

Kent, Give me thy hand, who's there? 

Fool, A fpirit, a fpirit ; he fays his name's poor Tom. 

Kent. What art thou, that doft grumble there i'th' 
draw ? come forth. 

SCENE 
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SCENE VL 

Enter Edgar, difguis'd like a Madman: 
Edg. A WAY! the foul fiend follows me. Through 
-tV. the fliarp hawthorn blows the cold wind. 
Humph, go to thy bed and warm thee. 

Lear. Didft thou give all to thy daughters ? and 
art thou come to this ? 

£^^. Who gives any thing to poor Tom? wfaoot 
the foul fiend hath led through fire and through flame, 
through ford and whirlpool, o'er bog and quagmire; 
that hath laid knives under his pillow, and halters in 
his pew; fet ratfbane by his Porridge, made him 
proud of heart, to ride on a bay trotting horfe, over 
four inch'd bridges, to courfe his own (hadow for a 

traitor, blefs thy five wits ; Tom's a-cold. O do, 

de, do, de, do, de; blefs thee from whirl-winds, 

ftar-blafting, and taking ; do poor Tom fome charity, 
whom the foul fiend vexes. There could t have him 
now, and there, and here again, and thcr^^lStormJlilL 

Lear, What, have his daughters brought him to 
this pafs ? 
Could'lt thou fave nothing ? didft thou give 'em all? 

Fool, Nay, he referv'd a blanket, elfe we had been 
all fhamed. 

Lear, Now all the plagues, that in the pendulous aif 
Hang fated o'er men's faults, light on thy daughters! 

Kent. He hath no daughters, Sir. 

Lear. Dciith! traitor, nothing could have fubdu'd 
nature 
To fuch a lownefs, but his unkind daughters. 
Is it the fafliion that difcarded fathers 
Should have thus little mercy on their fiefli ? 
Judicious punifhment ! 'twas this fleCi begot 
Thofe pelican daughters. 

Edg. Pillicock fat on pillicock-hill, halloo, halloo^ 
loo, loo ! 

Fo<^. 
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Fod. This cold night will turn us all to fools, and 
madmen. 

£dgn Take heed o'th' foul fiend; obey thy pa- 
irents ; keep thy word juftly ; fwear not; commit not 
with man's fvvorn fpoufe; fet not thy fweet heart on 
proud array. Toms a-cold. 
Lear. What haft thou been ? 
Edg. A ferving-man, proud in heart and mind: 
that curPd my hair, wore gloves in my cap, ferv'd 
I the luft of my miftrefs's heart, and did the aft of 
I darknefs with her: fwore as many oaths as I fpake 
I words, and broke them in the fweet face of heav'n. 
I One that flept in the contriving luft, and wak'd to 
do it. Wine lov'd I deeply; dice early; and in wo- 
man, out-pararaour'd the Turk, Falfe of heart, light 
i of ear, bloody of hand; hog in floih, fox in ftealth, 
wolf in greedinefs, dog in madnefs, lion in prey. Let 
not the creaking of fiioes, nor the ruftiing of filks be* 
tray thy poor heart to woman. Keep thy foot out 
of brothels, thy hand out of plackets, thy pen from 
lenders' books, and defy the foul fiend. Still through 
the hawthorn blows the cold wind: fays fuum, mun, 
nonny, dolphin my boy, boy, Sejfey: let him trot by. 

[Storm Jtill. 
Lear, Thou wert better in thy grave, than to an- 
, fwer with thy uncovered body this extremity of the 
Ikies, Is man no more than this? Confider him 
well. Thou Qw'ft the worm no filk, the beaft no 
hide, the fheep no wool, the cat no perfume. Ha f 
hereV three of us are fophifticated. Thou art the* 
thing itfelf ; unaccommodated man is no more but 
fuch a poor, bare, forked animal as thou art. Off, 
oif, you lendings; come unbutton here. 

[Tearing off his clothes. 
Tool, Pr'ythee, nuncle, be contented ; 'tis a naughty 
night to fwim in. Now a little fire in a wild field 
"Were like an old lecher's heart, a fmall fpark, and all 
the reft on's body cold ; look^ here comes a walking 
fire. Edg. 
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Edg. This is the foul Flibbertigibbet; he begins 
at curfew, and walks till the fiift cock ,; he gives the 
web and the pin, fquints the eye, and make^ the 
hairlip: mildews the white wheat, and hurts the 
poor creature of the earth. 

Saint Withold footed thrice the wold^ 
He met the night-mare^ and her name told^ 
Bid her alight^ and her troth plight. 
And aroynt thee^ witch^ aroynt thee right, 

Kent, How fares your Grace ? 

SCENE Vlf. 

Enter Glo'fter, with a Torch. 
Lear.WJUATshe? 

V V Kent. Who's there ? what is't yoa feek ? 

Glo. What are you there ? your names ? 

Edg. Poor Tom, that eats the fwimming frog, the 
toad, the tod pole ; the wall-newt, and the water- 
newt; that in the fury of his heart, when the foul 
fiend rages, eats cow-dung for fallets ; fwallows the 
old rat, and the ditch-dog ; drinks the green mantle 
of the ftanding-pool ; who is whipt from tything to 
tything, and flock-punifli'd, and iraprifon'd : who 
hath had three fuits to his back, fix Ihirts to his body ,*^^ 
horfe to ride, and weapon to wear: 

But mice^ and rats, andjuchfmall geer 
Have been Toms food for /even long year. 

Beware my follower. Peace, Smolkin, peace, thou fiendl 

Glo, What, hath your Grace no better company? 

Edg. The Prince of Darknefs is a gentleman; Mode 
he^s caird, and Mahu. 

Gle. Our flefli and blood, my lord, is grown fo vile, 
That it doth hate what gets it. 

Edg. Tom's a-cold. 

Glo. Go ia with me; my duty cannot fuffer 

T'obey 
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T' obey in all your Daughter* hard commands : 
Though their injundion be to bar my doors. 
And let this tyrannous night take hold upon you; 
Yet have I ventured to come feek you out. 
And bring you where both fire and food is ready. 

Lear. Firlt, let me talk with this Philofopher; — 
What is the caufe of thunder ? 

Kent. My good lord, take his offer. 
Go into ih' houfe. 

Lear. Fll talk a word with this fame learned T7i«&ar» •• 
What is your ftudy ? 

Edg. How to prevent the fiend, and to kill vermin. 

Lear, Let us afl: you one word in private, 

Kent. Importune him once more to go, my lord; 
His Wits begin t' unfettle. 

Glo. Canlt thou blame htm ? [Storm JlilL 

His Daugh'ters feek his death : ah, that good Kentl 
He faid, it would be thus ; poor banifli'd man ! — 
Thou fay'ft, the King grows mad ; Fll tell thee, friend, 
I'm almoft mad myfelf ; I had a fon. 
Now out-law'd from my blood ; he fought my life. 
But lately, very late; 1 lov'd him, friend. 
No father his fon dearer: true to tell thee. 
The grief hath craz'd my wits. What a night's this? 
I do befeech your Grace. 

Lear. O cry you mercy. Sir ; 
Noble Philofopher, your company. 

Edg. Tom's a-cold. 

Gb. In, fellow, into th' hovel ; keep thee warm. 

Lear, Come, let's in all. 

Kent. This way, my lord. 

Lear, With him ; 
I will keep ftill with my Philofopher. 
* Kent. Good my lord, footh him ; let him take the 
fellow. 

Glo, Take him yon on* 

Kent. Sirrah, come on; along with us* 

Lear, Come, good Athenian. 
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Gfo. No words, no words, hufh. ] 

Edg. Child Rowland to the dark tower came; 
His word wasJliU^Jie,foh, andfum, 
Ifmell t^ie blood of a Britifb mari. [Exiunl, 

SCENE VIII. 

Chariges to Glo'fterV Cajlle. 

Enter Cornwall, ^nrf Edmund. 

Corn* T Will have revenge, ere I depart his houfc 
X Edm, How, my lord, I may be cenfur'd, 
that Nature thus gives way to loyalty, fomething 
fears me to think of. 

Corn, I now perceive, it was not altogether yonr 
brother^s evil difpofition made him feek his death: 
but a provoking merit, fet a-work by a reprovable 
badnefs in himfelf. 

Edm. How malicious is my fortune, that I mull 
repent to be juft ? this is the letter, which he fpoke | 
of; which approves him an intelligent party to the 
advantages oi France. Oh heavens ! that this treafon 
were not ; or not I the dete<9or I 

Corn. Go with me to the Dutchefs. 

Edm. If the matter of this paper be certain, you 
have mighty bufinefs in hand. 

Corn. True or falfe, it hath made thee Earl of 
Gl6*Jler: feek out where thy father is, that he may 
be ready for our Apprehenfion. 

Edm. If I find him comforting the King, it will 
fluflF his fufpicion more fully. — [afide.] I will perfe- 
vere in my couxfe of loyalty, though the conflid be 
fore between that and my blood. 

Corn. I will lay t^uft upon thee ; and thou (halt 
£nd a dearer father in my love. [Es^eunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE IX. 

A Chamber^ in a Farm-houfe. . ' 
Enter Kent and Glo'ftcr. 
GI0. TT ERE is better than the open Air, take it 
jLjL thankfully : I will piece out the comfort 
ivith what addition I can ; I will not be long from 
you. [Exii. 

Kent. All the power of his wits has given way to 
his impatience : the Gods reward your kindnefs I 

Enter Lear, Edgar, and Fool. 

Edg, Fraterreto calls me, and tells me, Xero is an 
angler in the lake of darknels : pray innocent, and 
beware the foul fiend. 

Fool. Pr'ythee, nuncle, tell me, whether a madman 
be a gentleman, or a yeoman ? 

Lear^ A King, a King. 

Fool. No, he's a yeoman that has a gentleman to 
his fon : for he's a mad yeoman, that fees his fon a 
gentleman before him. 

Lear. To have a thoufand with red burning fpits 
Coifie hizzing in upon 'em— — 

Edg. The foul fiend bites my back. 

Fool. He's mad that trufts in the tamenefs of a wolf, 
the heels of a horfe, the love of a boy, or the oath 
of a whore. 

Lear. It (hall be done, I will arraign 'em (Irait. 
Come, fit thou here, moft learned jufiicer ; 
Thou fapient Sir, fit here — now, ye Ihe-foxes ? — 

Edg. Look, where (he (lands and glares. Wanteft 
thou eyes 
At trial, Madam ? 

Come o'er the Broom ^ BeflTy, to me, ^ 
FooL Her, Boat hath a Leak, 4indjhe mtiji not /peaky 
Whyjhe dares not come over to thee. 

Edg. 
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Edg* The foul fiend haunts poor Tom in the voice 
of a nightingale. Hopdance cries in T$nCs belly for 
two white Herrings. Croak not, black angel, I have 
no food for thee. 

Kent, How do you, Sir? ftand you not fo amaz'd; 
Will you lie down, and reft upon the CuQiidns ? 

Lear, V\\ fee their trial firft, bring me in the evi- 
dence. 

Thou robed man of jullictf; take thy place; 
And thou his yoke-fellow of equity, [too. 

Bench by his fide. You are o' th' conimiffion, fit you 

Edg. Let us deal juftly. 

Sleepeji, or wakejl thou, jolty Shepherd t 

Thy Sheep be in the Corn ; 
And for one Blaji of thy minikin Mouthy 

Thyfheepfhall take no Harm. 

Furre, the Gat, is grey. 

Lear. Arraign her firft, 'tis GonerilL I here take 
my Oath before this honourable Affembly, ffie V^ck'd 
the poor King her Father. 

FooL Come hither, Miftrefs, is yourname Generilt? 

Lear. She cannot deny it. 

FooL Cry you mercy, I took you for a Jornt-ftooL 

Lear, And here's another, whofe warpt Looks pro- 
claim 
What ftore her Heart is made of. Stop her there ; 
Arms, arms, fword, fire, — Corruption in the place I 
Falfe jufticer, why haft thou let her 'fcape ? 

Edg. Blefs thy five wits. 

Kent. O pity! Sir, where is the patience now. 
That you fo oft have boafted to retain ? 

Edg. My tears begin to take his part fo much, 
They mar my counterfeiting. [Afide* 

Lear. The little dogs and all, 
Tray^ Blanch^ and Sweet-hearty fee, they bark at me — 

Edg. Tom Will throw his head at them ; avaunt, 
you curs ! 

Be 
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Be thy mouth or black or white. 
Tooth that poifons if it bite; 
MaftifF, grey-hound, mungril grim. 
Hound or fpaniel, *irache, or hym; 
Or bobtail tike, or trundle-tail, 
Tom will make him weep and wail: 
For, with throwing thus my head, 
Dogs leap the hatch, and all are fled. 
Do, de, de, de : Seffey^ come, march to wakes and 

fairs, 
And market towns ; poor Tom, thy horn is dry, 

Lear. Then let them anatomize Regan fee what 

breeds about her heart— Is there any caufein nature 
that makes thefe hard hearts? You, Sir, I entertain 
for one of my hundred ; only, I do not like the fafliion 
of your garments. You will fay, they 'are Perfian; 
but kt them be changed. 

Re-enter Glo'fler. 
Kent. Now, good my lord, lie here and reft a while. 
Lear. Make no noife, make no noife, draw the 
curtains.; 
So, fo, we'll go to fupper i' th' morning. 
Fool. And I'll go to-bed at noon. 
Glo. Come hither, friend; where is the Kiag, my 

mafier? 
Kent. Here, Sir, but trouble him not ; his wits are 

gone. 
Glo. Good friend, I,prythee, take him. in thy arms: 
I have o'er-heard a plot of death upon him: 
There is a litter ready, lay him iu t, 
And drive tow'rd Dover, friend, where thou fhalt meet 
Both welcome and protedlion. Take up thy mafter. 
If thou fliould'ft dally half an hour, his life. 
With thine, and all that offer to defend him, 
Stand in alTured Idfs. Take up, take up, 

# hracke^.vr hyw^ 8cc.] N^mcs jof particular Sorts ofDon^ 

. Mr. Pope. ' ^ 
And 
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And follow me, that will to fomc provifion 
Give thee quick conduft. 

Kmt. Oppreft Nature flccps : 
This Reft might yet have blam'd thy broken Senfe5, 
Which, if Conveniency wiU not hallow, 
Stand in hard Cure. Come, help to bear thy Maftcr ; 
Thou muft not ftay behind. [To Fool. 

Glo. Come, come, away. 

[Exeunt^ bearing off the King. 

Marut Edgar. 
Edg. When we our Betters fee bearing our Woes, 
We fcarcely think our Miferies our Foes, 
Who alone fufFers, fufiRers moft i'th' Mind; 
Leaving free things, and happy Shows behind: 
But then the Mind much Suff'rance ddes o'erfldp. 
When Grief hath Mates, and Bearing Fellowihip. 
How light, and portable, my pain feems now; 
When Tha^ which makes me bend, makes the King 
He childed, as I father d ! -^ Tom, ajway ; [bow a 

Mark the high Noifes, and thyfelf bewray, . 
When falfe Opinion, whofe wrong Thought defiles 

thee. 
In thy juft Proof repeals, and feconciles thee. 
What will, bap more to Night ; fafe 'fcape the King t 
.JLurk, Lurk. [Exit Edgar. 

S C E N E X. 

Changes to Glo'fler j Cajlle. 

Enter Cornwall, Regan, Goneriil, Edmund, and 
Servants. 

Com. T> O S T fpeedily to my lord your huflband, 
Jl (hew him this letter; the army oi France is 
landed ; feek out the traitor Glo'Jier. 
Reg, Hang'him inftantly. 
Gon. Pluck out his eyes. 

Cam. Leave him to my difpleafure. £^w«nrf, keep 

you 
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you our filler company; the revenges we are bound 
to take upon your traiterous father, are not fit for 
your beholding. Advife the Duke, where you are ' 
going, to a molt feftinate preparation ; we are bound 
to the like. Our Pofts fhall be fwift, and intelliger>t^ 
betwixt us. Farewd, dear fitter ; farewel, my lord 
ofGlo'Jler. 

Enter Steward, 

How now? where's the King? 

Stew. My lord of Gio'Jler hath convcy'd him hence. 
Some five or fix and thirty of his Knights, 
Hot Queftrifis after him, met him at gate ; 
Who with fome other of the Lords dependants, 
Are gone with him tow'rd Dover; where they boaft • 
To have well-armed friends. 

Corn, Get horfes for your miftrefs. 

Gon, Farewel, fweet lord, and fifiet. 

[Exeunt Gon. and Edm. 

Corn. Edmund^ farewel : go feek the traitor 

Gh]fter;' 
Pinion him like a thief, bring him before us: 
Though well we may not pafs upon his life 
Without the form of juftice ; yet our powV 
Shall do a court' fy to our wrath, which men 
May blame, but not controul. 

SCENE XI. 

Enter Glo'fter, brought in by Servants. 

Who's there? the- traitor? 
Reg, Ingrateful fox ! 'tis he. 
Corn, Bind faft his corky arms. 
Glo, What mean your Graces ? Good my Friends, 
confider. , , ' 

' You are my Guefts : Do me no foul play, friends. 
Com. Bind him, I fay. [Tney bind him. 

Reg, Hard, hard : O filthy traitor 1 

Glo. 
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Glo, Unmerciful lady as you arc ! I'm none. i 

Corn. To this chair bind him. Villain, thou flialt | 
find I 

Glo. By tbe-kind gods, His mod ignobly done 
To pluck me by the beard. 

Reg. So white, and fuch a traitor ? 

G/o. Naughty lady, 
Thefe hairs, which thou doft ravifh from n)y chin, ^ 
Will quicken and accufe thee ; Fm your Hoft ; 
With robbers' hands, my hofpitable favour 
You fliould not ruffle thus. What will you do ? 

Corn. Come, Sir, what letters had you latejrora | 
France ? I 

Reg. Be fimple-aafwer'd, for we know the truth. | 

Corru And what confederacy have you with the 
traitors, 
Late footed in the kingdom? 

Reg. To whofe hands 
Have you fent the lunatic King ? fpeak. 

-Oh. .1 have a letter gueffingly fet down, 
Which came from one that's of a neutral heart. 
And not from one opposed. i 

Corn. Gunning 

Reg, And falfe. 

Corn. Where haft thou fent the King? 

Glo. To Dover. 

Reg. Wherefore to Doner? I 

Waft thou not jcharg'd, at peril • ■ 

Corn. Wherefore to Dover? Itt him firft anfwer tliat* , 

Glo, I am ty'd to th' flake, and I muft fland the j 
courfe. ' j 

Reg, Wherefore to Dover ? | 

Glo. Becaufe I would not fee thy cruel nails ' 

Pluck out his poor old eyes ; nor thy fierce fifter 
In his anointed flefli ftick boarifti phangs. 
The fea, with fuch a florm as his bare head ^ | 

In hell-black night indur'd, would have boil'd up. 
And quendi'd the ftelled fires ; 

Tet 
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^Yet poor old heart, he help'd the heav'ns to rain. 
If wolves had at thy gate howl'd that ftern time. 
Thou feottld'ft have faid,. go,. porter turn the key; 
All cruels elfe fubfcribM; but I (hall fee 
The winged vengeance overtake fuch Children. 

Corn. See't Ibalt thou never. Fellows, hold the chair. 
UpOUitheCe eye^ of thine I'll fet my foot. 

. [Glo'fter is held dowfi^ while Cojnwell treads mU 
anfiof his eyes, 
GlOit Hc,<bat will think .to Jive 'till ;be 'be oJd, 
'Give me. foroe beJp.— ••O.cruel ! O you. gods! 
Reg, On^ fide-will mock anbiher; th' other too. 

Corn. If you fee vengeance 

Serv> Hold your hand, my lord: 
Tve ferv'd you, ever fince I was a child ; 
But better fervice have I never done you. 
Than now to»bid y wi hold. 
Reg, How now, you dog? 
Serv, If you did wear a beard upon your chin, 
Fd (hake it on this quarrel. What do. you mean ? 
Corn. My villain! 

Serv. Nay then.come on, and take the chance of 
.anger. 

[Fight; in the Scuffle Cornwall is wounded. 

. Reg. Give m^ .thy fword. A pcafant fiand up 

«*^us? [KUlshim. 

Serv. Oh, I am flain — my 'lord, you have one eye 

left 

To fee fome mifchief on him. -Oh [Dies. 

Corn. Left it fee more, prevent it; out, vile gelly : 
, Where is thy luftre now? [treads the other out. 

Glo. All dark and comforilefs — where's my foa 
Edmund? 
Edmund, enkindle all the fparks of nature 
i To quit this horrid aft. 
' Reg. Out, treacherous villain. 

^ Thou call'ft on him, that hates thee: It was'hc. 
That made- the overture of thy treafons to us : ' 
! Vol. VII. e' Whe 
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Who is loo good to pity thee. 

Glo. O my follies ! 
Then Edgar vf^ts abusM. Kind gods, forgtv^ 
Me that, and profper him I 

Reg, Go thruft him out 
At gates, and let him fmell his way to Dover. 

[Exit with Glo'fier^ 
How is't, my lord, how look you ? 

Corn. I have received a hurt; follow rae, lady.--^ 
Turn out that eyelefs villain ; throw this flavo 
Upon the dung-hill. — R$gan, I bleed apace. 
Untimely comes this hurt. Give me your arm. 

[Exit Com. ied by Regan* 

I S€rv. ril never care what Wickcdneft I do, 
If this Man come to Good; 

s Sew, If She live long, 
And, in the End, meet the old courfe of Death, 
Women will all turn Monfters. 

1 Serv, Let's follow the old £arl, and get the 

Bedlam 
To lead him where4ie would; his roguifh Madnefs 
Allows itfelf to any Thing. 

2 Serv, Go thou ; FU fetch fome Flax and whites 

of Eggs 
r apply to's bleeding Face. Now, feeav'n help him! 

[Exeunt feverally. 



ACT IV. SCENE 

An open Country. 
Enter Edgak. 
ET better thus, and known to be contemnM, 



Y 



Than ftill corHcmn'd and flatter'd. To be woril. 
The loweft, mod dejeded thing of Fortune, 
Stands flill in efperance; lives not in fear* 
The lamentable change is from the bed i 

Th« 
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The worft returns to laughter. Welcome then, 
Thou unfubftantial air, that I embrace ! 
The wretch, that thou haft blown unto the worft, 
Owes nothing to thy blafts. 

EnUr Glo'fter, led by an old man. 

But who comes here? 

My father poorly led? World, world, O world! 
But that thy lirange Mutations make us hate thee« 
JLife would not yield to age. 

Old Man. Q my good Lord, I have been your te- 
nant, and your father's tenant, thdfe fourfcore years. 

Glo. Away, get. thee away; good friend, begone; 
Thy comforts can do me no good at all, 
Thee they may hurt. 

Old Man. You cannot fee your way. 

Glo. I have no way, and therefore want no eyesi 
I ftumbled when If aw- Full oft 'tis fcen, 
Our mean fecures us ; and our mere defeds 
Prove our commodities. — O dear fon Edgar^ 
The food of thy abufed father's wrath \ 
Might I but live to fee thee in my Touch, 
I'd fay, I had eyes again \ 

f)ld Man. How now ? who*si there ? 

Edg. O Gods! who is't can fAy,l'm at the worft ^ 
Vm worfc, than e'er I was. 

Old Man, 'Tis poor mad Tarn* 

Edgn And worfe I may be yet ; the worft is not, 
So long aa wc can fay, this is the Worft. 

Old Man. Fellow, where goeft ? * 

Glo. Is it a beggar-man ? 

Old Man. Madman, and beggar too. 

Glo. He has fome reafon, elfe he could not beg* 
I'th' laft night's itorm I fuch a fellow faw ; 
Which made me think a man a worm. My fon 
Came then into my mind; and yet my mind 
Was then fcarce friends with him. I've heard more 
fince, 

E t As 
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As flics lo wanton boys, are we to th* Godfr; 
They kill us for their fport. 
Edg. How fhould this be ? 
Bad is the trade mud play the fool to forraw, 
Ang'ifliing itfelf and others. — Blefs thee, maficr. 
Glo. Is that the naked fellow ? 
Old Man, Ay, my lord. 
Glo, Get thee away: if, for my fSike, 
Thou wilt overtake us -hence a "mile or twain 
I'th' way towVd Dover,, -do it for ancient love ; 
And bring forae Covering for this naked foul, 
Wlrora ril intreat to lead me. 
Old Man, Alack, Sir, he is mad. 
Glo, 'Tis the time's plague, ^hen madmen lead the 
blind : 
Do as I bid, or raiher-do thy pleafure ; 
Above the reft, be gone. 

Old Man, TU bring him the bell 'panrel that I have. 
Come on't, what will. [jBxt/. 

Glo, Sirrah, naked fellow. 

Edg, Poor Tom's a-cold; — * I canaotdaub it furthei^ 
Glo, Come hither, fellow. 
Edg. And yet I muft ; 
Blefs thy fweet eyes, they bleed. 

Glo, know'ft thou the way to Dover f 
Edg. Both ftile and gate, horfe-way and foot^patln 
poor Tom hath been fear d out of his good wits. Blefs 
ihee, good man, from the foul fiend. Five fiends have 
been in poor Tbm at once; of Luft, as Obidicut^^; 
Hohhididtn^ Prince of dumbnefs; Mahu^ of ftealing; 
Mohu^ of murder ; and Flibbertigibbet, of mopping and 
mowing; who fince pofFeires chamber-maids and 
waiting- women. 

Glo, Here^ take^ispurfe, thou whom the heavens* 
plagues 
Have humbled to all ftrokes. That I am wretched. 
Makes thee^he happier: heavens deal fo ftill! 
♦ -■ I •[ cannot dzu^ it '^] i. e, Difguife. 

Let 
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Let the fuperfluous, and luft dieted man;. 

That braves your ordinance^ that will not fee 

Becaufe he do's not feel, feel your power quickly : 

So diAribution (hall undo excefs. 

And each man have enough. Doft thou know Dover ? 

Edg, Ay, mafter. 

Glo, There is acliflF, whofe high and bending. head 
Leoks^ fearfully on the confined dee{>'{ 
Bring me but to the very brim of it, . 
Atid I'll repair the mifery, thou doft bear, 
With fomething rich about me : from (hat place 
I {hall no leading need. 

Edg. Give me thy arm ; 
Vqox Tom ihall lead thee*^ [Extunti^ 

S G E N E .II: 

Tifte Duke (j/* .Albany]i Palace^ 

Enter Gonerill, and Edmupd. 

6on. X 7[ r E L C O ME, my lord. - L'marveI,.our mild • 

VV hufcand 

Not met us on the way. 

Enttr Steward, 

Now, where's your Mafter ? 

Siew, NIaditm, within,;, jbut never man fo chang'dt 
1 told him of the army that was landed : 
He fmird at it. I told him, you were coming, . 
His anfwer was, the worfe. Of Glo^Jler's treachery, 
And of the loyal fervice of his fon, 
When I informed him^ then he call'd me fot; 
Aad told rac, I had turn'd the wrong fide out. - 

What moft he fliquld diflike, feems pleafant tohim^. 
What likQ,>offcn{ive.- 

GoH. Then (hall you go no. further. 
At is the cowifh termor of his fpirit, 
That dares not undertake : he'll not feel wrongs, 

" E3 Which 
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Whi(:h tie him to an anfwet; our wi(hes on the wayr 

May prove effefts, Back^ Edmunds io .my brother ; 

Haften bis mufters, and'conduAbis powers. 

I mud change arms at home> and give the diftaff 

Into my hulband's hands. This trufty fervant 

Shall pafs between us : you ere long ihaU bear, 

IF you dare venture in your own behalf^ 

A miftrefs's command. Wear this ; fpare fpeech ;: 

Decline your head. This kifs, if it durft fpeak^ 

Would flretch thy fpirits up into ihe air : 

Conceive^ and: fare thee well. 

Edm. Yours in the tanks of death« 

Gon. My moft dear Glofitrl [Exit Edmund. 

Ob, the ftrange difference of man^ and man ! 
To thee a woman^s fervices are due^ 
My fool ufurps my body. 

SUw» Madam, here comes my lord*. 

Enter Albany*. 

Gon, I have been worth the whiflle. 

Alb. Oh, Gvnerill, . 

You are not worth the dull which the rude wind 
Blows in your face. — I fea^your difpofition: 
That Nature, which contemns its origine, 
Cannot be border'd certain in itfelf; 
S|ie that herfelf will fliver, and difbranch, 
From' her material £ip, periprce muft wither. 
And come to deadly ufe. 

G(?n. No more V 'tis foolitti. 

Alb. Wrfdqm and goodnefs to the vile fecm vile ; 
Filths favour but themfelves-— — What have you 

done ;, 
Tygers, riot daughters, what have^ you performed ? 
A father, and a gracious aged man, 
Moft barb'rous, moft degenerate, hdve you madded. 
Cou'd ray good brother fuffer you to do it, 
A man^ a Prince by him fo benefited ? 
If that the heav'ns da not. theis vilibie Spirits 

Send 
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Send quickly down to tame the vile offences. 
Humanity muft perforce prey on itfelf. 
Like monfiers of Uie d^ep. 

Gon. Mtlk-Uver'd man ! 
That bear'ft a cheek for blows, a head for wrongs^ ; 
Who haft not in thy brows Jan eyedifcerning 
Thine honour, from thy fuiFering : that not know'ft, 
Fools do thefe villains pity, who arc punifh'd ' 
Ere they have done their mifchief. Whereas thy 

Drum? 
France fpfeads his Banners in our noifelefs land. 
With plumed helm thy Ikyer begins his threats; 
Whilft thou, a mortal fool, fit'ft ftill, and cry ft. 
Alack* why does he fo ?— '*- 

Alb, See thyfelf, devil : 
Proper deformity fecms not ivt the fiend 
So horrid as in woman* j 

Gon. O vain fool I ^ • 

Alh. Thou changed, and felf-con verted thing! For 
fliame^ 
Be-nionftcr not thy feature. Were't my fitnefs 
To let thefe hands obey my [boilkig] bloody / 

They^re apt enough to diflocate and tear 
Thy flefti and bones. — Howe'cr thou art a fiend, 
A woman's fti«pe doth fliield thee. 

G^n. Marry, your manhood now !— — . 

Enter Mejfenger. 

MtJ, Oh, rtiyigood lord, the Duke of Cornwdff% 
dead : 
Slain by his fervant, going to put out 
The other eye of Glojltr. 

Alb. Glopr'% eyes ! 

Afgf. A fervant, that he bred, thriird with remorfii^ 
Opposed againft the z&\ bending his fword 
To his great raafter: who, thereat enrag'd, 
Flew on him, and amongfi them felfd him dead : 
But npw without that harmful ftroke, which fince 

E i Hath. 



-/' 



8b King LEA R.. 

Hath plackM him after. 

Alb. This fhews you are above,* 
You Juftfces, that thefe our nether crimes • 
So fpeedily can 'venge. Biit O, ^oor Ghytrr! 
Loft he his other eye? 

Mef Both, both, my lord. 
This letter, Madam, craves a fpeedy anfwcr : 
'Tis from your fiften 

Gen-. One way, I like this well; 
But being widow, and my Glo'Jier with her; 
May all the building in my fancy pluck 
Upon my hateful liffe. Another way. 
The news is not fo^tart. l-H read, andanfwer.' [Exit. 

Alb. Where was hisfon, when they did £akc bis 
eyes? 

Mef. Come with my lady KitKcr. 

Alb, He's not here. 

M^f. No, my good lord, I met him back again. 

Alb. Knows he the wkkcdnefs? •' '• 

Mef, Ay, my good lord, 'twas he inform'd againft 
him, • : ' '.!' r . ^ . 

And quit the houfe of ptirpoTe, that' their punifhment 
Might have the freer courfc. - ' 

Alb. Gio'Jer, I live 
To thank thee for the love throu fliewMft' the Kin^, 
And to revenge thine eyes. Gorfie hither^ friend, 
Tell me, what more thouknow'fi. [Ei(eunL 

S-'C E«'N E; lit '"''' 

S bV E R^ 

Enter Kent, and a Gentkman. 

Kent, np'H E Kingof fr/znafofuddenly gone back! 
X Know you th^ reafoii ?, 
Gent, Something he left imperffeift in the State, ' 
Which fince his coming forth; is thought of, which 

' * ' ImpoTts. 
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Impom the Kingdom fo.much f^ar and danger, 
That his retjirn \yas moft requfrfd and neceffary. 
KenL Whom hath he left behind him General ? 
Gent. The Marefchal oi France, Monfieur le Far. 
Kent. Did your letters pierce th^ Queen to any dc- 
itioii(lratio£i pf gtiei^ ? 

Gent. I, Sir, fhe took 'em, read *era in my prefencc ; 
And now and thenijin awple tear- trUr4 down 
Her delicate cheek; it fee^ri'd, fhe was a Quecn> 
Over her palfeon, which, moft rebel-like. 
Sought to be King o'er her. 
Kent^ O, then it mov'd her. i 
Gent, But not to Rage. Patience and Sorrow flrove 
Which (hould exprefs her goodiiefl; you have feen 
Sun-fliine and rain at once— rherJS miles and Tears 
Were like a wetter May. Thofe bappieft fmiles. 
That play'd on her ripe lip, feem'd not to know 
What guefts were in her Eyes; which parted thence. 

As pearis ftromsdiamopds dropt- In brief. 

Sorrow would be a. rarity moft.belov'd. 
If all could fo faiecoi»€ it. 

Kent. Made Ihe no verbal que(l? 
Gent. Yes, once, ot twice, Ihe liesCv'd the Name of- 
Father 
Pantingly forth; pis if it prcft ter hearts 
Gry'd, lifters ) fitters I— Shame of Ladies ! fift^rs I 
.Kent I Father! Sifters ! what? i'lji' ftorm? i'th' night? 
Let Pity ne'er believe it !— — there ftie fliook 
The holy water fr^om^her heav'rily Eyes ; 
And, Clamour^motion'd, then a way (he ftart«d , 
To deal with gdef ^one. . ' ^ 

Kenti^ • It is the ftar», , , , . * 

The Stars above us, govern our conditions: 
Elfe one felf-mate and mate could not beget , 

Such diflP'rent iffues. Spoke you with her fince ? 
GenJt. No. 

Kent. Was this before the King return'd ? 
Gfint. No, fince. 

E 5 . Kimt. 
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Kent Well, Sir ; th* pooniAktetkd Lear\ in town f 
Who foxnetimes, in his better tuoe^ remembera 
What Yfc are come about ; and by no means 
Will yield to fee his daughter. 

Gent, Why< good Sk ? 

Kent A fov" reign (hame io bows him ; his unkind 
nefs. 
That ftript her froiA his benedidion, totn'd htr t 
To foreign cafualties, gave her dear rights 
To bis dog-hearted daughters :^ Thefe things fting 

him 
So venomoufly^ that burning fliame detains him 
From his Cordelia. 

Gent. Alack, poor gentleman I 

Kent, Of Albany ^^ and Camwaifs'^Toyf^Tt you hearct 
not? •' 

Gent. 'Tis faid they arc a-foot. • 

Kent Well, Sir, I'll bring you to our matter Lear^ 
And leave you to attend him. Some dear caufe 
Will in Concealment wrap me up a while: 
When I am known aright, you ftiall not grieve 
Lending me this acquaintance. Fray, along with me. 

[Exeunt 

S G E N E'"IV. 

A G A M p. 

Enter Cordelia, Phjjician^ and Soldiers. 

Cor. k LACK, 'tis he ; why, he was met even nov 

MM, ^As; mad as the vext fca^; finging aloud ; 
Crown'd with rank fumiter, and furrow-weeds, 
With hardocks, hemlock, nettles, cuckooflowers. 
Darnel, and all the idle weeds that grow 
In our fuftaining corn. Send forth a cent'ry ; 
Search ev'ry acre in the high-grown field. 
And bring him to our eye. What can man^s Wifdons 
In the reftoring his bereaved fenfe^ 

He 
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i%j/l There are means, Madam ; 
Oor foftev »:^irffe of n^ure is repoft ; 
The which .he lackft ; that to provoke fn him. 
Axe many Simples operative, whofe power 
Wi II »clofe the eye ©f anguiih* 

Cor. All bleft Secrets, 
All you unpublifltd Virtues of the Earth, 
Spring with my tears; be aidant, and remediate 

In the good nrtan's diftrefs ! feek, feek fbthimf^^v 

Left hisungovem'd rage diflblve the life, 
7haf .«yants the meaiis to lead it; 

Enter a Meffengtr. 

Mtf* News, Madam : , 

llie Britijh Pow'rs are marching hitberward. 

Cor. 'Tis known before* Our preparation ftandt^ 
In expeflation of them. O, dear father, 
It is thy buGnefs that^I go abcmt: therefore grea^ 

France 
My Mourning and important Tears hath pitied. 
No blown ambition doth our arms incite. 
Slit love, dear love, and our ag'd father'^s right: 
Soon may I hear, and fee him I [Extunti 

SCENE V. 

REG AN'i TALACE., 

Enter Regan cmd Steward. 

Keg. "D U T are my Brother's Powers fct forth ? 
X> Stew. Ay, Madam. 
Reg. Himfelf in perfon there ? 
Stew. With much ado. 
yoturiiftei'is the better foldier. 
, Reg. Lord Eitmund^ fpake not with your lady at 
home? ^ 

Siito^ Not Madam. 

Efr ^eg. 
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Reg. What might import my fift^r's letter to Kim?' 

5/n:i;. r know not, lady/ 

Reg. 'Faith, be i» poftedliencie on fcrio»uB matte#- 
It was great 'igh'ratixre, Glo*Jler* s cyt^ btitig but, 
To let him live!; where be Wrivfcs, He m6vf s . . A 
All hearts againft us: Edtnund, I tbink^ is gone, ' ~ 
In pity of his mifery, to difpatch 
His nighted life : moreover, to defeiy* 
The ftrength o'th' enemy. 

StexjD'.'l mufi needs after him, Madam, witH mj 
letter. ' * .♦ . . 

Reg, Our troops fet forth to-morrow: ftly witboisT: 
The ways are dangerous. 

Stew. I may not. Madam ; 
My lady chargM nly duty in this bufinefs. 

Reg. Why (hould fiie write to Edmund J migbt not 
yoa ' 
Tranfport herpurpofes bywofd?- Belike; 

Something — —I know not what ril- love ihac 

much 

Let me unfeal the letter. 

Stew. Madam, I had rather — 

Rig. I know, your lady do's not love her hufband : 
Tm fure of that ; and, at her late being here, 
She gave oeiliads, and moA fpeaking looks 
To noble £rfmwW. Fknow, youVe of her bofom. 

Stew. I, Madam ? 

Reg. I fpeak in-undcrftanding: you are; Iknow'tv 
Therefore, I do advife you, take this note. 
My lord is dead; Edmund and I have talk'd, 
And more convenient is he for my hand, "^ 
Than for your lady's : you may gather more r 
If you do find him, pray you, give him this ; 
And when your Miftrefs hears thus much from you j 
I pray, defire her call her wifdom to her. So farewel. 
If you do chance to hear of that blind traitor. 
Preferment falls on him that cuts him off. 

Stew. 'Wou^ld Icould meet him, Madam, Lihould 
flicw ^ What 
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What party I do foirow..- 

- Reg: 'F^Tt thee well. • [Exeunt. 

' s c E N e; yi; 

The. Country^ near Dover. 

£nt§r Glo'A^r, and £dgar as a Pea/ant. 

Glo. \ 7[ r HiEN (hall 1' come to ttf top of •that fame 
V V • : hill ? 

Edg4 You do dimly up it now. Look, how we la- 

Glo. Methinks, the ground is cvcnw [beur. 

Edg. H'orrible ftcep. 
Hark, do you hear the fea ?: 

Glo. No, truly. 

Ed^. Why then your other fenfes grow^impcrfcS 
By your eyes' anguifli. 

Glo. So may it be; indeed. 
Methinks, thy voice i» altered; and thou fpeak'ft 
In better phrafe and matter than- thou didft^ 

Edg. You're much deceiv'd: in nothing' am 1 
changed. 
But in my garments. 

Glo. Sure you're better fpoken. 

Edg. Come on, Sir, here's the place — ^ftand ftill. 
How fearful 
Add dizzy 'lis, to c aft one's eyes fo l6w !* 
The crows and choughs, that wing the midway air, 
Shew fcarce fo grbfs as beetles. Half way down 
Hangs onei that gathers Samphire; dreadful trade.*- 
Methinks, he feems no bigger than bis head. 
The fiOier-men, that walk upon the beach, 
Appear like mice; and yond tall anchoring bark, 
DiminiflLd to her cock; her cock, a buoy 
Almoft too fmall for (ight. The murmuring furge,. 
That on th' unnumbred idle pebbles chafes, 
Gannot be heard fo high. I'lLlook no more. 
Left my brain turn, and the deficient fight, 
Topple down headlong, 6lo. 
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Glo» Set me, where you ftand, 

£dg. Give me your hand : you're now within ft 
foot 
Of th' extreme v«rge: -for all below the moon 
.Would I not reap outright. 

Glo, Let go my hand: 
Mere, friend/s another purfe, in it a Jewel 
Well worth a poor man's taking. Fairies, and Godi, 
,Profper it with thee 1 Go: thou fuFtJuer oiFf ' 
Bid me farewel, and let me hear tbee ^ing. 

'EdgY Now fare ye welt, good Sir. . [Siemsiog^* 
. Glo, With all my heart, 

Edg, Why do I trifle thus with his defpair? 
Tis done to cure it. 

Glo. O you mighty Gods f 
This world I do renounce; and in your fights^ 
Shake patiently my great afflidion off: 
If I could bear it longer, and not fall 
To quarrel with your great oppofelefs Wills* 
My fnuif and loathedpart of B^ture (hould 
Burn itfelf out. . If Edgar live^ O blefs him! 
Now, fellow, fare thee welL 

[Hi leaps^ andfalis alongi 

Edg. Good Sir, farewel. 
And yet I know not how Conceit may rob 
The treafury of life, when life itfelf 
Yields to the theft. Had he been where he thought. 

By this, had thought been pad. Alive or dead? 

Hoa, you, hear you, Iriend .' Sir! Sir! fpeak ! 
.Thug; might he pafs, indeed — yet he revives. 
What.are you. Sir? 

Glo. Away, and let me die. 

Ed^, Had'ft thou been aught but Gofs^mer, ten* 

thers, air, 

jSo m.any fathom down precipitating, 

Thou'dlU (hiver'd like an egg : but thou doft breathe. 

Haft heavy fubftance^ibleed'il not; fpeak, art found? 

. . Tc» 
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*Ten mads attacht make not the altitude^ 
Which thou haft perpetKiicularly fairir. 
Thy lifeS a miracle. Speak yet again. 

G/o. But have I fall'n, or no ? 

Edg. From the dread fummit of this chalky bourU! 
Look up a-height, the Ihrill-gorg'd Lark fo far 
Cannot be feenor heard : do but look up. 

Gh* Alack, I have no eyei . 
Is wretchednefs deprived that benefit. 
To end itfelf by death ? ^twas yet fomc comfortv 
When mifery could beguile the tyrant^s lage. 
And fruflrate his proud wili. 

Edg. Give me your arm. 
Up, fo — how is't ? feel you your legs? yoa ftand» 

Glo, Too well, too well. 

Edg» This is above all ftrangenefs.- 
Updn the cr-own-o'th' cliff, what thing was that,. 
Which parted from you? 

Glo. A poor unfortunate beggar. 

Edg., As I ftood here, below, methougfat, his eyes 
Were two full: moons ; he had a thoufend nofes, 
+ Horns welk'd, and wav'd like the enridged fea: 
It was fonie fiend. Therefore, thou happy father. 
Think, that the cleareft gods, who make them^ 

honours 
Of men's impoflibilities, have preferv'd' thee* 

Glo. I do remember now; henceforth I'll bear 
Affliflion, 'till it do cry out itfelf. 
Enough^ enough , and die. That thing you fpeak of, 
I took him for a man ; often 'twould fay, 
The.fiend, the fiend he led me to that place. 

Edg, Be'ar free and patient thoughts. 

♦ ten mafis at each make not ike altitude, ] So Mn Fope fouml it in the 
old Editions ; and feeing it corrupt, judicioufly correded it to «/« 
tocA/. But Mr. Theobald rejores again the old Nonfcnfe, at each, 

t H»fn$ wclk'djj i . #. twiftcd.. Mr. Pope. 

SCENE 



M KirigLEA-K. 

SCENE VII. 

Enter Lear, duj madly with flowers. 

Eat who com€8 here ? 

The fober fehfe will ne'er accommodate 

His mailer thus. 

Lear. No, ' they cannot touch me for coining: T 
am the King hiiafelf. 

£dg. 0> thou &de-piercing fight ! 

Lear,.. Nature's above art in that refpefl. There's 
your prefs-money. That fellow handles his bow like 
a crow-keeper: draw nje a clothier's yard. Look, 
look, a moufe ! Peace, peace; — this piece of toafied 

cheefe will do't there's my gauntlet, I'll prove it 

on a giant.. Bring up the brown bills. O, well 
flown. Barb i i'th' clout, XtL' clout; hewgh. — -Give- 
the word. 

Edg, Sweet marjoram:^. 

Lear, Pafs. 

Glo. I know that voice; 

Lear. Ha! Ganerill! ha! Hfg-aTr/ they flatter d me 
like a dog, and told me, I had white haics in my 
beard, ere the black onesr werc> there. To fay ay, 

and no, to every thing that I faid Ay, and no, 

too was no good divinity; When the rain came to 
wet me once, and the wind to make me chatter; when 
the thunder would not peace at my bidding ; there 
Ifound 'cm,-thefe I fmelt 'em out. Go to, they are 
not men>Q' their words; they told me I waS' every 
thing: 'tis a lie, I am not ague-proof. 

Glo, The trick of that voice I do well rexpember : > 
Is't not the King? 

Lear. Ay, every inch a King, 
When I do flare, fee,, how the fubjeft quakes. 
I pardon that man's life. What was the caufe? 
Adultery? thodf flialt not die; die for adultery ? no, 
the wren goes to't, and thefmall gilded fliedQe$letcher 

in* 
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in ray fight. Let copulation thrive: (or Ghyier^s 
baftard-fon wai kinder to his father, than my daugh- 
ters got' 'tweea the iaWlul Iheets. To't, luxury, pell- 
mell; for I lack foldierSi Behold yon d fimpering 
Dame, wHofe facc^'twcen^ her forks pre£sige6 fnow ; 
tllarniinces virtue^ and does (hake the head to hear 
af pleafure's' naitie; The fitchev^r/not the Hailed 
horfe, goes to't with a more riotous app!etite : down 
from the waile they are centaurs, though waroen all 
above: but to the« girdle do the. Gods. inherit, be- 
neath it rs all the fiends, ■ There's hell, there-'s dark- 
nefs, there is tUe fulphurouspit, burniogi fcalding, 
ftench-s icofttonptioii: Aid, fie, fie; pah, pah; give 
me an ounce of civet; good apothecary, to£weetea 
my imagmatiofl! there's rnoney. for thee. 

Gl9i O, let me kifs that handc 

Lear, Let me wipe it firfl, irfmeHs of mortality. 

Glo. O ruin'd piece of naiuce ! this great world 
Shall fo^wadaJ-'butJtO'Ooljght. Doil^iliou know- me? 

Lear. T remember thine eyes welLenoagh : doft 
thou fquiny a< me? no, do: thy worft; blind Cupid; 
ril not love. Read thou this challenge, mark biit 
the perin^Dg of it.- rf. 

Glo. Were all the letters funs, I could not fee one. 

Ed'g. i would not take this from report; it is. 
And my heart breaks, at it. 

Ijfttn Rfe^;' • • it ' .1 ' 

Gloi What, « with this cafe of eyes ? 

Lear. Oh, ho, are you there with me? n9 eyes in 
your head; n^r no» money in-your purfe? your eyes* 
are in a heavy cafe, your purfe in a light ; yet you 
fee how this world goes.. 

Glo. I fee it feelingly. 

L^^r.. What, art mad? a man may fee how thts 
world goes, with no eyes. Look with thine ears : 
fee, how yond jufticie rails. upon yond fimple. thief* 
Hark in thine ear: change Places, and handy-dandy, 
which is the juftice, which is the thief? Thou haft 
feen a farmer's dog bark at a beggar. Glo. 
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Gh. Ay, Sir. 

Lear. And the creatuxe run from the cur? there 
ihau might-ft behold the great itoage of authority; 
a dog^s obey 'd iti oiEcei — - . i 
Thou rafcal beadle; hold it hy bloody hand : 
Why dofl thou laQi that whore? ftripthy pwH back; 
Thou hotly luft'd to ufe her in tbar kitKl,. 
For vhich thou whip'ft her. Th' ufurer hangs the 

cozener. 
Through tatter'd clothes fmall vices do appear ; 
Hobes-and fuir'd gowns hide alk Flate fin withigold. 
And the firong lance of juftice hUrtleJs breaks : 
Ann it in rags, a^pigm^-'s ftrawdoth pierce it. 
None docs o£Fcnd, none, 1 fay^ none; TU able *ein; 
Take that o^.mc, my friend, who have the pow'r 
To feal tb' accufer's l^ps. Get thee |^afs eyes. 
And, like a fcurvy (Politician, feem 
To fee the things thou dofi not. 
Now, now, now, now. . Pull oS my boots : harder^ 
harder, fo. 

Edg. O matter and imperlinency mixt, 
tbeafoB in madnefs 1 . * ; . 

JUar. If thou wih weep my fortunes, t^ke my 
eyes. 
I know thee well enough^ thy name is Glojtcr;, 
Thou muft be patient; we came crying hither: 
Thou know^ft, the firfl time that we fmell the air. 
We wawle and cry. I will preach to thee: mark— 

G/(h Alack, alack, the day ! 

Lear. When we are horn, we cry, that we arc 
cpme 
To this great ftage of fools. — This a good block 1-r- 
It were a delicate ftratagem to (hoe 
A troop of horfe with Felt.; I'll put't in proof; 
And when I've ftolFn upon thefe fons-^ia^law, 
Then kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kUl. 

SCENE 
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SCENE viir. 

Enter a Gentleman^ ^i^h Attendants, 
Oent. ^^ Here he is, lay hand upon him ; Sir, 
V-^5 Your raoft dear daughter . 

Lear, No refcue ? what, a prifoncr ? I am evcii 
The natural fool of fortune. Ufc me well. 
You (hall have ranfom. Let me have furgieons, 
I am cut to th* brains. 

Gent, You ftfall have any things. 

Lear. No feconds? all myfelf? 
Why, this would make a ma^n, a man of fait; 
To ufe his eyes for gardcn-watcr-pots. 
And laying autumn's- duft. I will die bravely. 
Like a fmug bridegroom. What ? I wtU be jovial r 
Come, come, I am a King. My Mafters, know you 
that ? 

Gent, You are a foyal one, and we obey you. 

Lear, Then ihcre% life in't. Coiiie, an yo^ get it, 
Yoti Ihall get it by running : fa, fa, fa, h,\.. [Exit. 

Gent, A fight mod pitiful in- the meanell wretch^ 
Paft fpeaking of in a King. Thou haft one daughter; 
Who redeems nature from the gienecai cutCb 
Which twain have brought hcrto. 

Edg. Hail, gentle Sir* 

Gent, Sir, fpccd* you : what's your Will ? 

Edg, Do you heat aught. Sir, of a battle taward ? 

Gent, Mofl fare, and vulgar; every one heass that^ 
Which can diflinguifh found. 

Edg, But by your favour, 
Hoiv near's the other army ? 

Gent, Near, and on fpeedy foot : the main defcry 
Stands on the hourly thought. 

Edg. I thank you. Sir : That's all. 

Gent, Though that the Queeu on fpeciai caufe is 
here. 
Her army is mov'd on. [JEacifc 

Edg. 
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Edg. I thank you, Sir. 

Gh. You ever gentle Gods, take iny</breath from"- 
me ; 
Let not my worfer fpirit tempt me again- 
To die before you pleafe ! 

Edg, Well pray you, father. 
. Gh. Now, good Sir, what are you ? 

Edg, A- moft poor man, made tame to fortune^s 
blows,* 
Who, by the art of known andieeling forrows, - 
Am pregnant to good pity. Give me your hand$ 
I'll lead you to fome biding. 

Glo, Hearty thanks ; 
The bounty and the^benizon of heaven - 
To boot, and boot ! — - 

S G E N E IX: 

Enter Steward . 

Slew. V Pfoclaim'd prize ! .moft happy I . 

jt\rT\iat eyelefs head ofthinb was fitft fram'd 
' : flefb. 
To raifc my fortunes. Old unhappy traitor. 
Briefly thyfelf remember : the fword is out. 
That muft deflroy thee. 

Glo. Let thy friendly hand 
Put ftrength enough to't. 

Stew. Wherefore, bold TDeafant, 
D«r'ft thou fupport a publifli'd traitor ? hence. 
Led that th' infedion of his fortune take 
Like hold on thee. Letgo^his arm. 

Edg. Chill not let go, Zir, without vurther^caCon. 

Stew. Let. go, flave, or thou dy'ft; - 

Edg. Good gentleman, go your gait, and let pooc 
volk pafs : andkhud ha' been zwagger'd out of my 
life, 'twould not ha' been 20 long as 'tis by a vort- 
night. Nay, come not near th' old man: keep out, 
che vor'ye, or ice try whether your coftard or my bat 
^>£ the harder; chill be pl^in with you* Suw. 



I 
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Siew. Out, dung-hill ! 

Edg, Chill pick your teeth, Zir; come, no matter 
. vor your foyns. [Edgar knocks him down. 

Stew. Slave, thou baft flain me: villain, take my 
purfe ; 
^If ever thou wilt thrive, bury ray body. 
And give the letters, which thou find^u^outnue, ' 
To Edmund Earl- of Glo]fier: feek him out 
Upon the Englijh party : Oh, untimely death ! — 

[Din. 
Edg. I know thee well, a ferviceable villain ; 
As duteous to the vices of thy Miflrefs, 
. As badnefs would defire. 
Glo. What, IS he dead? 
Edg, Sit you down, father : refl you, 
"Let's fee thefe pockets ; the letters, that he fpcaks of. 
May be my friends : he's dead ; Vm only forry. 

He had no other deat&'s^jnan. Xet*us fee 

By your leave, gen(le wax> rand. manners blame 

us not: 
To know our enemies' minds, \)re jip their .hearts ; 
Their papers are more lawful. 

Reads the Litter. 

J E T our reciprocal Vows be remembred» You have many 
'^ opportunities to cui him off': if your Will want not^ 
time and place will befruitjully offered, 'there is nothing 
'done^ if he return the conqueror. Then am I the prifoner, 
and his bed my goal ; from the loathed warmth whereof de- 
liver me^ andfupply the place for your labour. 

. Your (wife,fo I would fay) affe&ionate Servant^ 

GonerilL 

Oh, undiftinguifli'd fpace of woman's Will ! 
A plot upon her virtuous hufband's life, 
And the exchange my brother. Here, i'th' fauds 
Thee.ril rake. up, the poft-uiifandified 

O 
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Of murderous lechers : and in the mature time, 
'With this ungracious paper firike the fight 
Of the death-praftis'd Duke : for him 'tis well, 
That of thy death and bufinefs I can tell. 

Glo. The King is mad : how flifF is my vile fenfe, 
That I ftand up, and have ingenious Feeling • ^ 
Of my huge forrows I better 1 were difirad; 
So fliould my thoughts be fever'd from my griefs ; 

[Drum afar iff. 
And woes, by wrong imaginations^ lole 
The knowledge of them£elves. 

Edg. Give me your Jiand : 
far oflF, me thinks, i hear the beaten drum* 
Come, father, Til befiow you with a friend. [Exeuttt. 

S C E N E X. 

Chafiges to a Chamhtr. 
Enter Cordelia, Kent, and Fhjfician. \ 

^Cer, /^ Thou goodiren(9.howlhail I live and work 
\J^ To match thy goodncfs ? life will be to« 
fhort, 
And ev^ry meafure faihme. 

Kent, To be acknowledged, Madam, is overpaid 5 
All my reports go with the modefl truth, 
Nor more, nor dipt, but fo. 

Cor. Be better fuited ; ^ 

Thefe weeds are memories of thofe worfer hours:: 
I pr'ythee, put them off. 

Kent, Pardon, dear Madam, 
Yet to be known, ihortens my laid intent; ' 

My boon I make it, that you know me not^ 
'Till time and I think meet. 

Cor, Then be it fo^ 
My lord. — How does the King ? [To the Pbyficiaa, 

Fhyf. Madam, fleeps flill. 

<?^n O you kind Gods ! | 

Cure 
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Cure this great breach in. his abu&d nature; . . 
Th' tintun'd and jarring Tenfes^ O, wind up . 
Of this child-changed father. 

Phyf, Pieafe your Majefty, 
That we may wake the king, he hath flept long ? 

Car. Be governed by your knowledge, and proceed 
I'th' fway of your own will: is he array'd ? 

£nUr Lear/ in a €kair^ carried by Servants. 

Phyfk Ay, Madam ; in the heavinefs of fleep. 
We putfrefli garfnents on him. 
Be by, good Madam, when we do awake him; 
1 doubt not of his temperance. ^ 

Cor. O my dear father! Heftoration, hang 
Thy medicine on my lips; and let this kifs 
Repair thofe violent harms, that my two (illera 
Have in thy reverence made ! 

Kent, Kind and deareft Prinaefs ! 

Cor. Had you not been their Father, thefe white 
r flakes 
Did challenge pity of them. Was this a face. 
To be exposed againfi the warring winds ? 
To ftand againft the deep, dread-bolted Thunder ? 
In the moft terrible and nimble Stroke 
Of quick, crofs Lightning? To watch, poor Ferdu! 
With this* thin Helm? My very Eheroy''s Dog, 
^ Though he had bit me, fliou'd have ftood that Night 
Againft my Erie : And waft thou fain, poar father, 
To hovel thee with fwine and rogues forlorn, 
In Ihort and mufiy ftraw? alack, alack! 
*Tis wonder, that thy life and wits, at once. 
Had not concluded. — Ah ! he wakes; fpeak to him. 

Fhyf. Madam, do you, 'tis fitteft. 

Cor, How does my royal lord ? how fares your 
Majefty ? 

Lear, You do me wrong to lake me out o'th' grave* 
Thou art a foul in blifs, but I am bound 
Upon a wheel of fire ; that mine own tears 

Do 
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Do fcoldlikc molten lead. 

Cor. Sir, do you know mc ? 

Lear. You are a fpirit,! know; when did you die? 

Cor. Still, ftill, far wide 

Pkjf He's fcarce awake, let htm alone a while. 

Lear. Where have 1 been? where am I ? fair day- 
light? 
Fm mightily abus'd ; I ftiould even die with Pity, 
To fee another thus. 1 know ftot v&hat to fay ; 
1 will not fwear^ thefe are my bands : let's fee, 
I feel this pin prick : .'would I wete afliird 
Of my conditioo-: 

Cor. O look upon me. Sir, 
-And hbldryour hand in benedifiion o'er me. 
No, Sir, you muft not kneel. 

Lear.. Pray, do iiot-mpck me ; 
I am a very foolifh fond old^man, 
Fourfcore and upward ; and, to d^al plainly, 
J fear, I am not in my perfefl mind. . . . 
Methinks, I (hould know you, and know this man ; 
Yet I am doubtful : For I-m mainly ignors^t. 
What place this is ; and all the Ikill I have. 
Remembers not thefe. garments ; nay, I know not 
Where I did iodgclaft night. .Do not laugh at me. 
For, as I am a man, I think, this lady 
To be my child Cordelia. 

Cor, And fo I am ; I am. . 

Lear. Be your tears wet ? yes, faith ; I pray you, 
weep not» 
If you have poifon for me, I will drink it ; 
I know,. you do not love me; for your fillers 
.Have,:as I do remember, done- me wrong. 
You have fome caufe, they have nat. 

Cor. No caufe,. no caufe. 

Lear. Am I in France? 

Kent. In your, own kingdom. Sir. 

Lear. Do not abufe me. ^ ^ 

JBhjf, Be comforted, ^ood Mada^n; tie great'Ragc, 

You 
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You fee, is curd in him: — and, yet, 'twere danger 
To make him even o'er the Time, h*as loft. 
Defire him to go in ; trouble him no more, 
Till further fettling. ' . 

Cor. WilFt pleaife your Highnefs walk ? 

I^flf. You muft bear with me ; 
Pray you now; forget and forgive ; 
I am old and fpoUIh. 

[Exeunt Lg^t^ Cord. Phyf. and attendants. 

Mafient Kent and Gentleman. 

Gent. Holds it true, Sir, th^t .the Duke of CornwaHi 
was fo.Qain ?. . j 

Kent. Moft certain. Sir. 

Gent. Who is Conduflor of his people ? 

Kent. As 'tis faid, the Baftard Son oiGlo'Jier. 

Qent. They fay, Edgar ^ his banifht Son, is with the 
Earl of Kent iii Germany. . 

Kent. Report is. changeab^.: 'Tis time to look 
about : the Powers oJF the Kingdom approach apace. 

Gent, ^he Arbitrement i^ like to be bloody 

Fare you well. Sir. [Exi( Gent. 

Kent. My Point and Period will be throughly 
- wrought. 
Ox welU or ill, as this day's Battle'^ fought. 

[£xiVKent. 



ACT V. S G E N E I. 

A C A M P. 

Enter Edmund, Regan, Gentleman and Soldiers. 
Edmund." 

KN O W of the Duke, if his laft purpofe hold ; . 
Or whether fmce he is advis'd by aught. 
To change the courfe? he's full of Alteration, 
And felf-reproving : bring his conftant pleafurc. 
Vol. VII. F Reg. 
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Reff. Our fitter's man is certainly mifcarry'd. 

Edm. 'Tis to be doubted. Madam. 

Reg, Now, fwcet lord. 
You know the goodnefs I intend upon you ; 
Jell me but truly, but then fpeak thd truth. 
Do you not love my fitter ? 

Edm* In honoured love, 

R^g. But have you never found my brother's way 
To the fore-fended place ? ♦ 

Edm, No, by mine honour. Madam* 
. Reg. I never (hall endure her ; dear my lord. 
Be not familiar with her. 

Edm. Fear not; flic, and the Duke her hufband — 

Enter Albany, Gonerill, and Soldiers. 
Gon. I'd rather lofe the Battle, than that Sifter 

Should loofen him and Me. [Afide. 

Alb. Our very laving fitter, well be met : 
Sir, this I hear, the King is come to his daughter. 
With others, whom the rigour of our ftate 
Fbrc'd to cry out. Whete I could not be hdneft, 
I never yet was valiant : for this bufinefs. 
It toucheth us, as France invades our Land, 
Not holds the King, with others, whom, I fear, 
Moft juft and heavy caufes make oppofe, 

Edm, Sir^ you fpeak nobly. 

JUg, Why-is^ihis-reafon'd? 

Gon, Combine together Vainft the enemy : 
For thtfe domeflic and partrcular. broils 
Aie not the queftion here. 

Edm. I fliall attend you prefenily at your Tent. 

Alb. Let's then determine with th' Ancient of war 
On our proceeding. 

Reg. Sifter, you'll go with us ? 

Gon. No. 

Reg, 'Tis nioft convenient, priy you, go with nf. 

Gon. Oh, ho, I know the riddle, I will go. 

SCENE 
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SCENE 11. 

As they aie going out, Enter Edgar difguisd. 

Edg.'TY e^er your Grace had fpeccb with man fo 

X poor. 
Hear me one word. 

Alb. V\\ overtake you : fpcak. 

[Exeunt £dm, Reg. Gon. and Attendants^ 

Edgn Before you fight the battle, ope this letter. 
If you have viS'ry, let the trumpet found 
For him ihat brought it: wretched though I feem, 
I can produce a Champion, that will prove 
What is avouched there. If you mifcarry, 
Your buGnefs of the woild hath fo an end. 
And machination ceafes. Fortune love you ! 

Alb. Stay 'till Tve read the letter. 

Edg. I was forbid it. 
When time fhall ferve, let but the hcnild cry, 
Aod I'll appear again. [Exit. 

Alb. Why, fare thee well ; I will overlook thy paper. 

Re-enier Edmund. 

Edm. The Enemy's in view, draw up your Powers. 
Hard is the gutefs of their true (Irength and forces. 
By diligent difcovery ; but your hafie 
Is now urg'd on you. 

Alb. We will greet the time, [Exit. 

SCENE IIL 

JB^ni. np'O both thefc fillers have I fworn my love: 

JL Each jealous of the other, as the ftung 
Arc of the adder. Which of them (hall I take ? 
Both? one? or neither? neither can be enjoy' d, 
If both remain alive : to take the widow, 
Enafperates, makes mad her fi&er Gonerill; 

Fs And 
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And hardly fliall I carry out my fide. 

Her hufband being alive. Now then, we'll ufe 

His countenance for the battle ; which being done, 

Let her, who would be rid of him, devife 

His fpeedy taking off. As for the mercy 

Which he intends to Lear and to Cordelia^ 

The battle done, and they within, our power. 

Shall never fee \^\s pardon : for my ftate 

Stands on me ro defend, not to debate* [ExiL 

SCENE IV. 

Another open Held, • 
Alarm within. Enter with drum and colours^ Lear, 
Cordelia, andfoldiers over thejlage, and exeunt. 
Enter Edgar and Glo'fter. 
Edg. TT ERE, father, take the ftadow of this tree 
Jrl For youj good Hoft ; pray, :th^t the right 
may thrive: 
If ever I return to you again, 
ril bring you comfort. 

Glo. Grace be with you, Sir! [E9(^ Edgar. 

[ Alarm^ and retreat^ within* 
' Re-enter Edgar. 
Edg. Away, old man ; give me thy hand, away; 
King Lear hath loft, he and his daughter ta'en. 
Give me thy hand. Come on. 

Glo. No further, Sir; a man may rot even here. 
Edg. what, in ill thoughts again? men muft endure 
There going hence, ev'n as their cpming hither: 
Ripenefs is all; come on. 

Glo. And that's true too. [Exeunt. 

. . S.C E N E V. 

Enter in Conquefiy with Drum and Colours, Edmund; 

Lear. a«i Cordelia, as prifoners; Soldiers^ Captain. 
Edm. QOME OfEcers take them'away; good guard, 
»J Until their greater pleafures firft be known. 

That 
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That arc to cenfure them. 

Cor. We're not the firft. 
Who with beft meaning have incurr'd the worft: 
For thee, oppreffed King, am 1 caft down ; 
Myfelf could elfe out-frown falfe fortune's frown. 
Shall we not fee thefe daughters and thefe fifters ? 

Lear, No, no, no, no: come, let's away to prifon ; 
We two alone will fing, like birds i'th' cage: 
When thou doft afk me Blefling, I'll kneel down, 
And alk of thee Forgrvenefs : fo we'll live. 
And pray, and fing, and tell old tales, and laugh 
At gilded butterflies ; and hear poor rogues 
Talk of Court-news, and we'll talk with them too, 
Who lofes and who wins ; who's in, who's out : 
And take upon's the myftery of things, 
As if we were God's fpics. And we'll wear out. 
In a wall'd prifon, packs and fe&s of Great ones, 
That ebb and flow by th' moon. 

Edm. Take them away, 

Lear, Upon fuch facrifices, my Cordelia^ [thee ? 
The Gods themfelves throw incenfe. Have I caught 
He that parts us, (hall bring a brand from heav'n, 
And fire us hence, like foxes ; wipe thine eye. 
The *goujeres fliall devour them, flelh and fell. 
Ere they Ihall make us weep; we'll fee them flarv'd firft* 
Come. [Exeunt Lear and Cordelia guarded. 

Edm, Come hither. Captain, hark. 
Take thou this note ; go, follow them to prifon* 
One flep I have advanc'd thee ; if thou doft 
As this inftruSs thee, thou doft make thy way 
To noble fortunes : know thou this, that men 
Are as the time is ; to be tender-minded 
Do'i not become a fword; thy great Employment 
Will not bear queftion ; either fay, thou'lt do't ; 
Or thrive by other means. 

Capt. I'll do't, my lord. # 

Edm, About it^ and write happy, when thou'ftdonc. 

* Goujerts [French Pox.] Oxford Editor. Vulg. Good-jers, 

F 3 Mark, 
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Mark, I fay, inftantly ; and cany it fo. 

As I have fet it down. {Exil Captain. 

S C E N E VI. 

Flouri/h, Enter Albany, Gonerill, Regan, and Soldiers, 
Alb. OIR, you have flicw'd to day your valiant 

O ftrain, 
'And fortune led you well: you have the Captives^ 
Who were the oppofites of this day's ftrife : 
We do require them of you, fo to ufe them. 
As we (ball find their merits and our fafety 
May equally determine. 

Edm, Sir, I thought it fit 
To fend the old and miferable King 
To fome retention, and appointed guard ; 
Whofe age has charms in it, whofe title more. 
To pluck, the common bofoms on his fide; 
And turn our impreft launces in our eyes. [Queen; 
Which do command them. With him I fent the 
My reafon all the fame; and they are ready 
To-morrow, or at further fpace, t'appear 
Where you ftiall hold your Seflion. At this time, 
We fweai and bleed; the Friend hath loft his Friend; 
And the beft Quarrels, in the Heat, are cur^ 

Py thofe that feel their Sharpnefs. 

The Qucftion of Cordelia^ and her Father, 
Requires a fitter Place. 

Alb. Sir, by your patience, 
1 hold you but a Subjed; of this war. 
Not as a Brother. 

Reg. That's as we lift to grace him. 
Methinks, our pleafure might haye been demanded, 
Ere you had fpoke fo far. He led our Pow'rs ; 
Bore the Commiflion of my Place and Perfon ; 
* The which immediacy may well fiand up. 
And call itfelf your brother. 

^ Thi which immediacy^] Immdiacy^ for Rcprcfemion. 
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Gar^n Not fo hot : 
In his own grace he doth exalt himfelf^ 
More than in your advancement. 

Reg, In my Rights 
By me invefted, he compeers the beft. 

Aib. That were the raoft, if helhould hulband you. 

Rfg. Jefters do oft prove Prophets. 

Gon. Holla, Holla! 
That eye, that told you fo, look'd but a-fquint. 

Reg. Lady, I am not well, elfe I {hould anfwer 
From a full-flowing ftomach. General, 
Take thou my foldicrs, prifoners, patrimony, 
Difpofe of them, of me ; the walls are thine : 
Witnefs the World, that I create thee here 
My lord and mailer. 

Gon. Mean you to enjoy him ? 

Alb. The Lett alone lies not in your good Will. 

Edm. Nor in thine, lord. 

Aib. Half-blooded fellow, yes. 

Rig. Let the drum ftrike, and prove my Title thine. 

Alb. Stay yet ; bear reafon : Edmund^ I arreft thee 
On capital treafon; and, in thy Arreft, 
This gilded Serpent; for your claim, fair fifter, 
I bar it in the intereft of my wife ; 
^Tis (he is fub-contraAed to this lord. 
And I her hufband, contradid your banes. 
If you will marry, make your loves to me. 
My lady is befpoke. 

Gon, An enterlude! 

Alb. Thou art arm'd, Glo*Jltr'; let the trumpet 
found : 
If none appear to prove upon thy perfon 
Thy heinous, manifeft, and many treafons. 
There is my Pledge : I'll prove it on thy heart. 
Ere I tafte bread, thou art in nothing lefs 
Than I have here proclaimed thee. 

Reg. Sick, O fick-: — 

Gon. If not, Til ne'er truft poifon. [Afide. 

F4 , £dm 
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£^.Thcre's my exchange; what in the world he is, 
That names me Traitor, villam-like he lies ; 
Call by thy trumpet: he that ddiits apprbach, 
On him, on you, ,(who not?) I will thai n tain 
My truth and honour firmly. ' ' 

Alb. A herald, ho ! 

Enter a Herald, - 

Truft to thy fingle virtue ; for thy foldiers. 
All levied in my name, have in iny tiame 
Took their difcharge. ^ " 

Reg. This ficknefs grows upon tne. 

Alb. She is not well, convey her to my Tent. 

['£xiV Regan, W. 

S C E N E VII. 

Come hither, herald, let the tru^mpet found. 

And read out this. ' [A trumpet founds. 

Herald reads, t 

TF any man of Quality^ or Degree^ within the lijls of the 
•^ army, will maintain upon Edmund fuppofed Earl of 
Glo'fter, that he is a manifold traitor, let him appear bj 
the third found of the trumpet : he is bold in his defence, 

I trumpet. 
JFf^r. Again. strumpet, 

Her, Again, ^trumpet, 

[Trumpet anfwers, within. 

Enter Edgar, armed. 
Alb. Aflc him his purpofes, why he appears 
Upon this Call Q*th' trumpet. 

Her, What are you ? 
Your name, your quality, and why you anfwer 
This prefent fummons ? 

Edg. Know, my name is loft"; 
By treafon's tooth bare-gnawn, and canker-bit ; 

Yet 
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Yet am I noble, as the Adverfary 
I come to cope. 

Alb. Which is that Adverfary? [Glo'Jierf 

Edg. What's he, that fpeaks for Edmund Earl of 
Edm. Himfelf ; what fay'ft thou to him ? 
Edg. Draw thy fword, 
That if my fpeech oflFend a noble heart. 
Thy arm may do thee juftice ; here is mine : — 
Behold, it is the privilege of mine Honours, 
My Oath, and my Profeflion. I proteft, 
Maugre thy ftrength, place, youth, and eminence. 
Spite of thy vi^lor-fword, and fire-new fortune. 
Thy valour, and thy heart, thou art a traitor ; 
Falfe to thy Gods, thy brother, and thy father ; 
Confpirant 'gainft this high illuftrious Prince, 
And from th' extremeft upward of thy head. 
To the defcent and duft below thy foot, 
A moft toad-fpotted traitor. Say thou, no ; 
This fword, this arm, and my beft fpirits are bent 
To piove upon thy heart, whereto I fpeak. 
Thou Heft. 

Edm. In wifdora I ftiould aflc thy name ; 
But fince thy out-fide looks fo fair and warlike. 
And that thy tongue *fome'Say of Breeding breathes; 
What fafe and nicely I might well delay 
By rule of Knight-hood, I difdain and fpurn : 
Back do I tofs thefe treafons to thy head. 
With the hell-hated lie overwhelm thy heart; 
Which (for they yet glance by, and fcarcely bruife) 
. This fword of mine fhall give them inftant way. 
Where thou (halt reft for iever. Trumpets, fpeak. 

[Alarm. Fight. 
Gon. O, fave him, fave him ; This is Prafiice, 
Glo'Jler : 
By th' law of war, thou waft not bound to anfwer 
An unknown oppofite; thou art.not vanquifli'd. 
But cozen'd and beguil'd. 

* SQm 'Sa7, ifc] 'Say, for Ejfay, fomc Shew or Probabilit>r.' 

F 5 Alb. 
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Alb. Shut your mouth. Dame, 
Or with this paper (hall I (lop it; 
Thpi^ worfe than any thing, read thine o\vn evil; 
No tearing, lady ; I perceive, you know it. 

Gon. Say, if 1 do ; the Laws are mine« not thine; 
Who can arraign me for't? 

Alb, Monfier, know'fi thou this paper ? 

Gan, Alk me not, what I know-*- [Exit Gon^ 

Alb. Go after her, flie's defperate, govern her. 

SCENE VIII. 

Edm. T % rH AT you have charg'd me with, That I 

V V have done. 

And more, much more; the time will bring it out. 
'Tis paft, and fo am I: but what art thou. 
That haft this fortune on me ? If thouVt noblct 
I do forgive thee. 

Edg. Let's exchange charity : 
I am no lefs in blood than thou art, Edmund ; 
If more, the more thouMl wrong'd me. 
My name is' Edgar, and thy father's fon. 
The Gods are juft, and of our pleafant vices 
Make inftruments to fcourge us : 
The dark and vicious place, where thee he got, 
Coft him his eyes. 

Edm. Thouil fpoKen right, 'tis true, 
The wheel is come full circle ; I am here. 

Alb. Meihought, thy veiy gait did prophefy 

A royal Noblenefs : I muft embrace thee : 

Let Sorrow fplit my heart, if ever I 
Did hate thee, or thy father ! 

Edg, Worthy Prince, I know't. 

Alb. Where have you hid yourfelf ? 
How have you known the miferies of your father? 

Edg. By nurfing them, my lord. Lift a brief talc. 
And, when 'tis told, O, that my heart would burft!- 
The bloody Proclamation to efcapc . 

That 
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That follow'd me fo near, (O our lives' Twectnefs ! 
That we the. pain of death would hourly bear^ 
Rather than die at once) taught me to mift 
Into a mad-man's rags ; t'aiTume a Semblance, 
The very Dogs difdain'd: and in this habit 
Met I my father with his bleeding rings. 
Their precious gems new loft; became his guide. 
Led him, begg'd for him, fav'd him from defpair ; 
Never (O fault !) reveal'd rayfelf unto him, 
Until fome half hour paft, wh):n I was arm'd. 
Not fure, though hoping, of this good fuccefs, 
I aik'd his biefling, and from firft to laft 
Told him my pilgrimage. But his flaw'd heart. 
Alack, too weak the Confli£l to fupport, 
'Twixt two extremes of paflion, joy and grief, 
Burft fmilingly. 

Edm. This fpecch of yours hath mov'd nje, 
And fhall, perchance, do good ; but fpeak you on. 
You look, as you had fomething more to fay. 

Alb. If there be more, more woful, hold it in. 
For I am almoft ready to diflblve, 
Hearing of this. 

Edg. This would havefcero'd a Period. But fuch, 
As love to amplify another's Sorrow, 
To much, would make much mare, and top extremity. 
Whilft I was big in Clamour, came there a Man, 
Who having feen me in my worfer State, 
Shund my abhorr'd Society; but now finding 
Who kwas, had fo endur'd, with his flrong Arms 
He faftcn'd on my Neck; and bellow'd out, 
As he'd burft Heaven-, threw him on my Father; 
Told the mpft piteous Tale of Lear and him, 
That ever Ear received; which in recounting 
His Grief grew puiffant, and the Strings of Life 
Began to crack. — Twice then the Trumpets founded. 
And there I left him tranc'd. — 
Alb. But who was this ? 

F 6 Edg. 
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Edg. Kent^ Sir; the banifh'd KerU^ who in difguifc 
Followed his enemy King, and did him Service 
Improper for a Slave. 

SCENE IX. . 

Enter a Gentleman. 
Gent.T TE LP, help! 

Xl Edg. What kind of help ? 
Alb. Speak, man. 

Edg, What means this bloody knife? 
Gent. 'Tis hot, it fmokes ; it came even from the 
heart 

Of O! file's dead.— 

Alb. Who's dead? fpeak, man. 
Gent. Your lady. Sir, your lady ; and her lifter 
By her is poifon'd ; flie confeffes it. 

Edm. I was contraded to them both ; all three 
Now marry in an inflant. 
Edg. Here comes Kent. 

Enter Kent. 
Alb. Produce tho»bodies, be they alive or dead. 

[Gonerill and ReganV Bodies brought out. 
Thisjudgment of theheav'ns, that, makes us tremble, 
Touches us not with pity. — O ! is this He ? 
The time will not allow the compliment, 
Which very manners urge. 

Kent. I am come 
To bid my King and Mafter aye good night ; 
Is he not here ? 

Alb. Great thing of us forgot! 
Speak, Edmund^ where's the King? and whereas 

Cordelia ? 
See'ft thou this ObjeA, Kent? 
Kent. Alack, why thus ? 
Edm. Yet Edmund was belovM : 
The one the other poifon'd for my fake, 
And after flew herfelf. 

Alb. 
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Alb, Even: fo ; cover their facei. 

Edm, I pant for life ; fome Good I meaa to do, 
Defpight of mine own nature. (Quickly tend, 
(Be brief) into the Caftle ; for my Writ 
Is on the life" of Lear and on Cordelia ! 
Nay, fend in time. 

Alb. Run, run, O run^ 

Edg, To whom, my lord ? who has the office ? Send 
Thy token of reprieve. 

Edm. Well thought on, take my fwdrd, * 

Give it the Captain 

Edg. Hafte thee for thy life* [Exit Meffinger. 

Edm. He hath Gommiffion from thy wife and me 
To hang Cordelia in the prifon, and 
To lay the blame upon her own defpair. 

Alb. The Gods defend her ! bear him hence a while. 

[Edmund is borne off. 

S C E N E X. 

Enter Lear, with Cordelia dead in his arms* 
Lear. T T O W L, howl, howl, ho^rl, — O, you are 

XjL men of flone ; 
Had I your tongues and eyes, I'd ufe them fo, 
That heaven's vault fliould crack : (he's gone for ever ! 
I know, when one is dead, and when one lives ; 
She's dead as earth ! lend me a looking- glafs<» 
If that her Breath will mifl or ftain the flone. 
Why then fhe lives. 

Kent. Is this the promis'd End ? 

Lear. This feather ftirs, Ihe lives; if it be fo. 
It is a Chance which do's redeem all forrows. 
That ever I have felt. 

Kent. O my good mafter ! [Kneeling. 

Lear. Pr'ythee, away 

Edg. 'Tis noble Kent, your friend. 

Lear. A plague upon you, murd'rous traitors all ! 
I might have fav'd her ; now Ihe's gone for ever / 

Cordelia^ 
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Cordelia^ Cordelia, ftay a little. Ha !- 
What ii'c thou fay 'ft? her voice was ever foft. 
Gentle, and low; an excellent thing in woman. 
1 kiird the (lave, that was a banging thee. 

Gent, *Tis true, my lords., he did. 

Lear. Did I not, fellow ? 
Fve feen the day, with my good biting faulchion 
I would have made them ikip : I am old now. 
And thefe fame croffes fpoil me.* Who are you ? 
Mine eyes ?ire none o'th' bcft- — I'll tell you ftrait. 

Kent. If fortune brag of two Ihe lov'd and hated, 
One pf them we behold. 

Lear. Are you not Kent? 

Kent. The fame ; your fervant KtrU; 
Where is your fervant Caius ? 

Lear. Twas a good fellow, I can tell you that. 
He'd ftrike,. and quickly too: — he's dead and rotten. 

Kent. No, my good lord, I am the very man, — 
■ Lear. I'll fee that ftrait. 

Kent. That, from your firft of tlifference and decay, 
Have follow'd your fad fteps 

Lear. You're welcome hither. 

Kent. Nor no man elfe ; — all's cheerlefs, dark, and 
dead: 
Your eldeft daughters have fore^done tliemfelves. 
And defp'rately arc dead. 

Lear. Ay, fo I think. 

Alh. He knows not what he fays ; and vain is it 
That we prefent us ro him. 

Edg. Very bootlcfs. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

Mejf. Edmund is dead, my lord. 

Alb. That's but a trifle: 
You lords and noble friends, know our intent ; 
What Comfort to this great Decay may come, 
Shall be apply 'd. For us, we will refign, 

During 
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During the life of this old Majefiy, 

To him our abfolute Power: to you, your Rights, 

\To Edgar. 
With boot, and fuch addition as your honours 
Have more than merited. All friends fhall tafle 
The wages of their virtue, and all foes 
The cup of their defervings : O fee, fee — 

Lear* And my poor fool is hang'd : no, no, no life. 
Why (bould a dog, a horfe, a rat have life. 
And thou no breath at all ? thou'lt come no more. 

Never, never, never, never, never 

Pray you, undo this button. Thank you. Sir ; 
Do you fee this ? look on her, look on her lips. 
Look there, look there — [He dies. 

Edg. He faints, my lord, 

Kent. Break heart, I pr'ythee break ! 

Edg. Look up, my lord. 

Kent. Vex not his ghoft : O, let him pafs ! He hates 
him. 
That would upon the rack of this rough world 
Stretch him out longer. 

Edg. He is gone, indeed. 

Kent. The wonder is, he hath endur'd fo long : 
He but ufurpt his life. 

Alh. Bear them from hence, our prefcnt bufinefe 
Is general woe : friends of my foul, you twain 
Rule in this Re^lm, and the gor'd State fuftain. 

Kent. I have a journey. Sir, fhortly to go; 
My mailer calls me; I muft not fay,. no. [Dies* 

Alh. The weight of this fad time we muft obey. 
Speak what we (eel, not what we ought to fay. 
The oldeft hath borne moft : we, that are young. 
Shall never fee fo much, nor live fo long. ^ 

[Exeunt with a dead March. 
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Dramatis Perfonae. 

TIMON, A noble Athenian. 

ApemantuSy a churli/h Philofopher. 

Sempronius, another Jlaitering Lord. 

Alcibiades, an Athenian General, 

Flavins, Steward to Timon. 

Flaminius, ) 

Lucilius, S Timon'j Servants. 

Servilius, ) 

Caphis, 

Varro, 

T't' ^' ^ /^fvo-fl/ Sewanls to Ufurers. 

Lucius, 

HortenGus, J 

Ventidius, one of Timon's Jalje Friends. 

Cupid and majkers. 

Thieves, Senators, Poet, Fainter, ^eweller^ Mercer and 
Merchant; with divers Servants and Attendants. 

SCENE, Athens; and the Woods not far from it. 
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A G T I. S G E N E I- 

A Hall in Timon i Houjc. 

Enter Poet, Painter, Jeweller, Merchant, flwfMerccn 
at Jeveral Dooru 

PaiT. 

GOOD-day, Sir. 
Fain. I am glad y^ are well. 

Foet. I have not fccn you long; how goes the 
world ? 

Fain. It wears. Sir, as it goes. 

Foct. Ay, that's well known. 
Bat what particular rarity ? what fo ftrange, 
Which manifold Record not matches ? fee, 
(Magic of Bounty !) all thefc Spirits thy power 
Hath conjur'd to attend. I know the merchant. 

Fain, I know them both; th' other's a jeweller* 

Mer. O 'tis a worthy lord J 

Jew, Nay, that's moft fixt* 

Mer, A moA incomparable man, breath'd as it were 
To an untirable and continuate goodnefs. 
He pafles 

Jew, I have a jewel here. 

Mer, O, pray, let's fee't : 
For the lord timon^ Sir? 

Jew, H he will touch the eftimate : but for that — 

Poet. When we for recompence have prais'd the vUe^ 
It (tains the glory in that happy verfe 
Which aptly Jings the good* 

Mer. 
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Mer, 'Tis a good form. [Looking an the jewel. 

Jew. And rich ; here is a water, look ye. 

Pafn.. You're rapt^ Sir, ia fome wo/t, fome dedi- 
< ' i matron - . - . ...'.. 

To the great lord. 

Poet. A tiling flipt idly From me. . 
Our Poefy is as a Qum, which iflues* 
From* whence 'tis riouriftiecl. The fire i' th* flint 
Shews not, 'till it be ftruck : our gentle flame 

Provokes itfclf, and like the current flies 

Each Bound it chafes. What have you there ? 

Fain. A pidure, Sir : when comes your book 

forth? 

Poet. Upon the heels of my prefcntment, Sir, 
Let's fee your piece. 

Pain. 'Tis a good. piece. 

Poet. So 'tis^ 
This comes ofl^well and excellent. 

Pain. IndifF'rent. 

Poet, Admirable! how this grace* . 
Speaks his own ftanding ? what a mental power 
This eye (hoots forth? hoW big imagination 
Moves in this lip? to th' dumbnefs of the gefture 
One might interpret. 

Pain, It is a pretty mocking of the life : 
Here is a touch — ^is't good ? 

Poet, ril fay of it, 
It tutors Nature ; artificial ftrife 
Lives in thofe touches, livelier than life. 

Enter certain Senators. 
Pain. How this lord is followed ! 
Poet. The Senators of Athens! happy man ? 
Pain. Look, more ! 

P^e't. You fee this confluence, this great'flaod of 
vifitcrs. 
I have, in this rough Work, fliap'd out a Man, 
Whom this beneath- world doth embrace and hug 

With 
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With ampleft entertainment. My free dtift 
Halts not particular, but moves itfelf 
* In a wide fca of wax ; + no leven'd malice 
Infefls one Comma in the courfe I hold. 
But (lies an eagle flight, bold, and forth on, 
Leaving no trad behind. 

Pain, How (hall I underftand you? 

Foei, ril unbolt to you. 
You fee, how all conditions, how all minds, 
As well of glib and ilipp'ry natures, as 
Of grave and auftere quality, tender down 
Their Service to lord Timon : his large fortune. 
Upon his <gQQd and gracious nature hanging, 
Subdues and properties to his love and tendance 
All forts of hearts ; yea, from the glafs-fac'd flatterer 
Ta Apemanius^ ihdit few things loves better 
Than to abhor himfelf ; ev'n he drops down 
The knee before him, and, returns in peace 
Moft rich in .Timon s nqd. 

Pain. I faw them fpeak together. 

Poet. I have upon a high and pleafant hill 
Feign'd Fortune to be thron'd. The Bafe o'th'. mount 
Is rank'd with all deferts, all kind of natures, 
That labour on the bofom of this fphcre 
To propagate their ftates ; amongft them all, 
Whofe eyes are on this fov' reign lady fixt, 
One do I perfonate of Timon s frame. 
Whom Fortune with her ivVy hand wafts- to her, 
Whofe prefent grace to prefent flaves and fervantf 
Tranflatei his rivals. 

Pain, 'Tis conceived, to fcope. 
This throne, this Fortune, and this Hill, methinks, 

^ In a tuidejsa of wax ;] Anciently they wrote upon waxen Tablci 
th an Iton Stile. Oxford Editor. 

t i-Tfo levcird malice] Why this Epithet to Malice ? which be- 
longs to all Adions whatfoevcr, which have their Aim or Levtl. 
Skalefpear wrorc, 

no Icvcn'd jnaliu Warb. 

With 
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With one man becken d from the reft below, 
Bowing his head agarnft the ftecpy mount 
To climb his happinefs, would be well expreft 
In our condition^ 

Poet. Nay, but hear me on : 
All thofe which were his fellows but of late, 
Some better than his value, ou the moment 
Follow his ftrides ; his lobbies fill with tendance ; 
Rain facrificial whifp rings in his ear; 
Make facred even his ftirrop; and through him 
Drink the free air. 

Pain ^y, marry, what of thefe ? 

Poet, When Fortuns inh.*rihift and change of mood 
Spurns down her late bclov d, all his Dependants 
(Which laboured after to the mountains top, 
Even on their knees and hands,) lei him Qip down, 
Not one accompanying his declining foot. 

Pain. 'Tis common: 
A thoufand moral Paintings I can (hew. 
That fhall demonftrate thefe quick blows of fortune 
More pregnantly than words. Yet you do well 
To (hew lord Timan^ that mean eyes h^v^feea 
The foot above the head. 

SCENE IL 

Trumpets fQund. Enter Timon, addrejjing himjelf cour- 
teeujly to every fuitor. 

Tim. TMPRISON'D is be, fay you? 

J^ [To a Meffenger. 

Mef. Ay, my good lord ; five talents is his debt. 
His means moft (hort, his creditors moft flraight : 
Your honourable letter he defires 
To thofe have (hut him up, which failing to him 
Periods his comfort. 

rim. Noble Vtntidius ! well 

I am not of that feather to fhake off 

My friend when he moft needs me. I do know him 

A gentleman that well deferves a help, 
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Which he fliall have, TU pay the debt and free him. 

Mef-Your lord(hip ever binds him, 

Tim. Commend -me to him, I will fend hisranfom ; 
* And, being enfranchized, bid him come to me ; 
'Tis riot enough to help the feeble up, 
But to fupport him after. Fare you well'. 

MeJ. All happinefs to your honour i [Exit. 

Enter an old Athenian. 

Old Ath. Lord timon. hear me fpeak. 

Tim, Freely, good father. 

Old Ath, Thou haft a fervant nam'd' Luri/mj. 

Tim, I have fo : what of t»im ? 

Old Ath. Moft noble Timon. call the man before thee, 

. Tim, Attends he here or no? Lucilius! 

Enter Lucilius. 

Luc, Here, at your lordftiip's fervice. [creature 

Old Ath, This fellow here, lord TimoTk, this thy 
By night frequents my houfe. I am a man 
That from my firfthave been inclined to thrifty 
And my eftate dcferves an heir more rais'd, 
Than one which holds a trencher. 

Tim, Well: what further? 

Old Ath, One only daughter have I, no kin elfe, 
On whom I may confer what I have got: 
The maid is fair, o'jth' youngeft for a bride. 
And I have bted her at my dcareft cofi. 
In qualities of the beft. This roan of thine 
Attempts her love : I pray thee, noble lord. 
Join with me to forbid him her rcfort; 
Myfelf have fpoke in vain. 

Tim, The man is honeft. 

Old Ath, Therefore he will be, Timon, 
His honefty rewards him in itfelf, 
It muft not bear my daughter. 

Tim, Does (he love him ? 

Old Ath, She is yoiing and apt: 
' Our own precedent paffions do inflrufi us, 

\that 
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What levity's in youth. 

Tim, Love you the maid ? 

Luc. Ay^ ray good lord, and (he accepts of it. 

Old Ath. If in her marriage my confeut be miffing, 
I call the Gods to witnefs, I will chufe 
Mine heir from forth the beggars of the world, 
And difpoffefs her all. 

Tim. How fliall flie be endowed. 
If {he be mated with an equal hufband? 

Old Ath, Three talents on the prefent, in future all. 

Tim. This gentleman of mine hath ferv'dmc long; 
To build his fortune I will ftrain a little. 
For 'tis a bond in men. Give him thy daughter : 
What you beftow, in him I'll countcrpoife. 
And make him weigh with her. 

Old Ath. Moft noble lord. 
Pawn me to this your honour, flie is his. [mife. 

Tim. My hand to thine, mine honour on my pro- 

Ltic. Humbly I thank your Lordfhip: .never may 
That ftate, or fortune, fall into my keeping. 
Which is not own'd to you. 

[Exeunt Lucilius and old Athenian. 

Foet. Vouchfafe my labour^ and long live your 
lordfhip ! 

Tim. I thank yon, you fliall hear from me anon : 
Go not away. What have you th^re, my friend? 

Fain. A piece of Painting, w.hich 1 do befeech 
Your lordft^ip to accept. 

Tim, Painting is welcome. 
The painting is almoft the natural man : 
For fince diflbonour trafficks with man's nature. 
He is but outfide ; pencil'd figures are 
Ev'n fuch as they give out. I like your Work; 
And you fhall find, I like it : wait attendance 
"•Till you hear fuither from me. 

Pam. The Gods prefei*ve ye! [band, 

,— SCim. Well fare you, gentleman •, give me your 
We muft needs dine together: Sir, your jewel 

Jew. 
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^'Hath fufferM under praife. 

Jew. What, my lord? difpraife ? 

Tim. A mere fatiety of commendation*: 
If I {hould pay you for't as 'tis jCxtoUld, 
It would unclew m&' quite. 

Jew. My lord, 'tis rated 
As thofe^ which fell, would give : but you well hnosnf 
Things of like value, diflFering in the owners. 
Are by their mailers priz'd; Believe't, dear lord. 
You mend the jewel by the wearing it. 

rtm. Well mockU 

Mer, No, /ny good lord, he fpeaks^ the commoa 
tongue, 
• IVhich all men fpeak with^him. 

Tim, Look, who comes here* 

SCENE III. 

E7Uer Apemantus,. 

^-illyoitbcchid? 

Jew. We'll bear it with your lordChip. 

Mer. He'll fpare none. 

Tim. * Good-morrow to thee gentle Apemantus! 

Apem. Till I be gentle, ftay for thy good morrow. 

* * * * 

Apem. When thou art Timons dog,.and thefc knaves 

honeft. 
Tim. Why doft thou call them knaves, tboaknow'flr 
them not. 

* « Tim. Go9d morrcti}sio.iite ^fli//**Ap«m«iitus.l 
Apcm. Tiii i be gtntle,jay for thy good morrow ; 

When thou art Timon'j dog and theft knaves honejl.} Thfc firft 
Line of Apemantus's Atilwcr is to the Purpofe; the fecond abfurd 
and nonfcnfical j vrbich proceeds from the Lofs of a Speech dropl 
• from between them, that (hould he thus rcftored, 
Tim. Good morrow to thee y gentle apemantus ! 
Apem. '77// / he gentle, MyJ^^ % good morrow. 
[Poet. When will that be ?] 
-Apem. When thouartXiaiQVLS dog, and thefe knaoes honSfl. Wirrh. 

JVoL. VII. G Apem 



i«2 TiMON ^Athens. 

Apem, Are they not Athenians ? 
tim. Yes. 

Apem, Then I repent not. 
Jew. You know nac, Apemantus. . 
-4/7fm. Thou know'ft 1 do, I call'd thee by thy 
name. 
. Tim, Thou art proud, A^emantus, 
Apem, Of nothing fo mueh^ as that I amioot like 
Timon. 

tim. Whither ari: going? 

Apem, To knock out an honeft Aihtniaii^ brains. 
»im. That's a deed thou'lt die for. 
Apem, Right, if doing nothing be death by the law. 
Tim, How lik'ftthou this Pifiure, AptmantusT 
Apem, The beft, for the innocence. 
Tim, Wrought he not well, that painted it ? 
Apem, He wrptBght better, that m^de the Painter: 
and yet he's but a filthy piece of work. 
Paint, Y'are a dog. 

Apem. Thy mother's of my generation: what's- Ihe, 
if I be a dog? 

Tim. Wilt dine with me, Apeifftantt^, ? 
Apem. No, l4at not lords. 
Tm. If thou fltould'ft, thou'dft ang^eriUdies* 
Apem. O, they eat lords; fo they come by great 
beltres. . j " 

Tim. That's a lafcivious apprehenfiou,'. 
-^/?mr. So thou apptehcnd'ft iti T^ke i-t for thy 
labour. 

Tim, How doft thou like this jewel, Apemantus ? 
Apem. Not fo well as Plarn-dealing, which will not 
coft a. man a doit; / . ^ 

Tim, What doft thou think 'tis wo^th ? 
Apem, Not worth my thinking — How now. Poet ? 
Foet. How now, Philofoph^r ? 
Apem, Thou Heft. • 

Poei, Art thou hot one ? 
Apem. Yes. 

Foei. 
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Foet, Then I Ke not. 

Apem. Art not a Poet ? 

P£?d^ Yes. 

Apem. Then thou lieft: look in thy laft work, 
where thou haft feignM him ar worthy fellow. 

Foet. That's not fcign'id, he is fo. 

Apem. Yes, he is worthy o' thee, and to pay thee 
for thy labour. He that loves to be flattered, is 
worthy o' th' flatterr^r. HeaV*ns,.thal I were a lord ! 

Tim. What would'ft do then, Apemantus ? 

Apem* Ev'n s^s Apemanfus does now, hate a Jord 
with my heart. 

Tim. Whit, thyfelf ? ' ' ' T- 

Apem. Ay. 

Tim. Wherefore ? 

Apem. * That I had fo htingry a wit, to be a lord.— 
Art thou not a Merchant ? • 

Mer. Ay, Apemahinu ' : < . 

i4p«m., Traffic confound thee, if the Gods will not! 

Mer. if traffic do it, the Go^s do it. [thee I 

Apem. Traffic's thy^God,' and thy God confound 

Trum^tifaimd. Enttx a Mtffenger. 

Tim. What trumpet's that ? 

MeJ. 'Tis Alcibiades, and fome twenty horfc 
All of compam^Hifliip. 

Tim. Pray, entertain them, give them guide to us , 
You mtift npccdrdine with me: go not you hence, 
'Till I have thankt you, and when dinner's dbne. 
Shew me this piece. I'm joyful of your fights. 

Enter Alcibiades with the reft. . 
Moft welcome. Sir I \Boxoing and embracing, 

Apentt. .So, fo .\ Aches cqntrad, and flarve, .your 
fupple joints ! . that there (hpuld be fmaJUovc amongfl; 

* that I had no apgry toitto jfe a l%vi.'\ This reading is abfllTd, 
^°d uaintelligible. But, as I havcieitdr'd the Text, it is fatirical 
^'^ough of Confcience, vh. I would hate myfcif, for having no 
°*orc wit than to covet fo infignificant a Title. Warburton. 

G s thefe 
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thefe fweet knaves, and all this courtefy ! the ftrain Of 
roan's bred out into baboon and monkey. 

Ale. You have fav'd my longing, and I feed 
Moft hungerly on your fight. 

Tim. Right welcome. Sir. 
Ere we do part, we'll (bare a bouateous time 
In difiPecent pleafures. Pray you, let q4 in. [Epceuni. 

SCENE IV. 

Manet Apemantus. Enter Lucius and LucuIIus. 

Luc. WJ H'A T time a day is't, Apemantus? 
VV ^/?^m. Time to be honeft. 

Luc. That time ferves dill. 

Apem. Tbe.tQoft accurfed thou, that.ftill omitt'fi it. 

LuctU. Thou art going to lord Timon's feaft. 

Apem. Ay, to fee meat fill knaves, and wine heikt 
fools. 

Xf/rti/* Fare thee well, fare thee well. 

Apem. Thou art a fool to bid me farewel twice. 

Lucul. Why, Apemantus f 

Apem. Thcru {hould*ft have kept one to thyfelf, for 
I mean to give thee none. 

Luc. Hang thyfelf. 

Apem. No, I will do nothing at thy .bidding : make 
thy requefis to thy friend. 

Lucul. Away, unpeaceable dog,>Q r ■ Til fpucn 
thee hence. 

Apem. I will fly, like a dpg, ,the heels o* th! afs. 

Luc. He's oppofite to humanity. 
Come^ fhall we in, and tafle lord fimon's boun^? 
He, fure, outgoes the very heart of kindnefs. 

Lucul. He pours it out. Fiutus^ the God of gold. 
Is but his Steward: no meed but he repays 
Seven-fold above itfelf ; no gift to him, 
But breeds the giver a Return exceeding 
All life of quittance. 

Luc. 
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Luc. The nobJeft mind he carries. 
That ever governed man. 

LucuL Long may he live in fortunes -I* fliall we lit? 
Luc* I'll keep you company. [Exeunt. 

S C E N E V. 

Another Apartment in Timon'j Hou/e 

Hautboys pUijijhg^ hud mufic* A great banquet firv'd 
in; and then enter Timon, Lucius, LucuUus, Sem- 
pronius, and Other Aihtnmn fenators, with Venri- 
dius. Then comes ^ dfpping after all, Apemantus 
dif contentedly. 

Ven. TV yf O ST honoured Timon^ it hath pleas'd the 
iVl- Gods 

To call my father s age unto long, peace. 

Me is gone happy^ and has left me rich. 
-Then, as in grateful virtue I am bound 

To your free heart, I do return thofe talents. 

Doubled with thanks and fervice, from whofe help 

I deriv'd liberty, 

Tim, O, by no means, 

Honeft Ventidius: you mrftake my love-; 

I gave it freely ever* and there's none- 

Gan truly fay he gives^ if he receives : 

* If our Betters play at that gam&, we muft not.^ 
Apem. Dare to imitate them: Faults that are rich, 

are fair. 
Vtn^r A noble ipirit. 
Tim, Nay, ceremony was but devis'd at firft, 

To fet a glofs on faint deeds, hollow welcbmes, 

* If Ov.r Betters play M that game^ we mu/l not dare 

To imitate them. Faults that are rich are fair. "] Thefe two Lines- 
are abfurdly given to Timon. They ihould be read thus', 

Tim. If our betters Kay at that Game, we lenujhiot. 

Apem* Dare to imitate them : Faults that are Rith are Fair. 
ThU is faid fatirically and in CharaQcr. Warlmrton. 

G y Recanting 
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Recanting^ goockiefs, forry ere 'tis ibown : 
But where there is true friendfliip, th^r^ needs noi}c. 
Pray, fit; more welcpnae.arc ye to my fortunes, 
Than they to me. [TheffU dawn, 

Luc. We always have confeft it. 

Apem. Ho^ ho, confefi it ? -bang'd it, liave you not ? 

Jim. 0,A'pemantus! you are welcome. 

Apcm. No ; you fliall not make me welcome. I 
come to -have thee thruft rae out of doors. 

Tim, Fie, th' art a churl; ye have got a humoor 
there 
Does not become a to an,' 'tis much %o blame : 
They fay, my lords, that Ira Juror ^&vis ^ft^ 
But yonder man is ever angry. 
Go, let him have a Table by himfelf : 
For he does neither afFeft company, 
Nor is he fit for't, io<Jecd» 

Apem. Let me iUy at iby peril, T^magi; 1 come to 
obferve, I give thee warnitugi^u'tk 

Tim. I take no beed<ofthefi( .tfa' art an Athenian^ 
there ibre welcome; I my^felfiw Quid .have no poiycr — 
pr'ythee, let my meat make thee filcirt. 

Apem. * I fcorn thy meat ; 'twould choak me, Yore 
I {hould e'er flatter tliet. O you gods ! what a num- 
ber of men eat Timorit and he fees 'e$n not? It grieves 
me to fee » • 

So many dip their meat in one manl^ bl'ood. 
And, alliiie> madnefa is^ he cheers thiem up too. 
I wonder, men dare truft thcmfelves .with, men I 
Methinks, they fhould invite. them without knives: 
Good for their meat, and fafer for their lives. 
There's much example for't ; the fellow, that 
Sits next him now, parts bread with him, and pledges 

* 1 fcorn thf meaty 'twould choak me: for IJhould ntcrjlatter thee.] 
A very prety Reafoo why his meat would choak him, becaufe he 
Ihould never flatter him. We fiiould read and point th^s nonfcbrc 
thus, ' . "• ) 

JJcam thy meat : Uuwuid £koa\ me 'f!arc 

JJhouldc'cr flatter thee.' Warburton* 

The 
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The breath of him in a divided draught, 
Is th^ readied man to kill him. 'T has been proved. 
. Were I a Great man, I (hauld fear to drink. 
Left they fliould fpy my wind-pipe's dangerous notes : 
Great men (hould drink with harnefs on their throats. 

Tim, My lord^ in heart; and let the health go 
round. 

Lucid. Let it flow this way, my good lord. 

Apevin, Flow this way !- a brave fellow ! he 

keeps his tides well; thofe healths will make thee 
and thy ftate look ill, Timou. Here's that which is 
too weak to be a (inner, honeft water, which ne^er 
left man i'th' mire: 

This and my fool are equal, there's no odds ; 
Feafts are too proiid to give thanks to the Gods* 

Apemantus'j girac^. 

Immortal Gods, I orave no pelf; i . 

/ pray for m man but ^yfilfj; 
Grants I ma} never procejhfond 
' To trujfi man on his oaik^ or. bond; 
Or a harlot for her weeping; 
Or a dog^ that feems ajleeping ; "■■:,* 

Or a keeper with my freedom ; 
Or my friends, ifljhould need \m. 
Amen^Amen; So fall to' t: 
Rich menfn^ and I eat root. 

Much good dich thy good heart, Apemantus! 

Tim, Captain, Alcibiades^ your heart's in the field 
now. 

Ale. My heart is ever at your fervice, my lord. 

Tim. You had rather been at abreakfaft of enemies^ 
than a dinner of friends. 

Ale. So they were bleeding new, my lord, there's 
no meat like 'em. I could wilh my friend at fuch a 
feaft: 

Apem. Would all thefe flatters were thine enetoie^ 

then ; that thou might'il kill 'em, and bid mie to '6m ! 

G 4 Lu€. 
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Lifc. Might we but have the happinefs, my lord^ 
that you would ooce ufe our hearts, whereby wc 
might exprefs fome part of our zeals, we fhould think 
ourfelves for ever perfeft. 

Tim. Oh, no doubt, my good friends, but the 
Gods themfelves have provided that I fliall have as 
much help from you : how had you been my friends 
elfe? why have you that charitable title from thou- 
fands, did not you chiefly belong to my heart ? I 
have told more of you to myfelf4 than you can with 
modefty fpeak in your own behalf^ And thus far I 
confirm you. Oh you Gods; (think I,) wha£ need 
we have any friends, if wefhould never have need of 
'em? they would moft referable fweet Inflruments 
hung up in cafes, that* keep their founds to them- 
felves. Why, 1 have often wifht rayfelf poorer, that 
I might come nearer to you : we are born to do be* 
nefits. And what better or properer cati wc call our 
own, than the riches of our friends? O; what a prcr 
cious comfort 'tis to have fo many, like brothers, 
commanding one another's fortunes! Ojoy^ e'en 
made a joy ere't can be born; inine eyes cannot hold^ 
water,methinks:. to forget their faults, Ixirink to you. 

Apem. Thou weep'ft but to make them drink thee, 
Ximon. 

Lucul. Joy had the like conception in our eyes. 
And at that inftant like a babe fprung up. 

Apem, Ho, ho ! I laugh to think that babe abaflard. 

3 Lord. I promife you, my lord, you mov'd.me 
much. 

Apem, Much ! 

Sound. Tucket i 

Tim. What means that trump? how now ?. 

Enter ServarU. 

Ser. Pleafe you, my lord, there are certain ladies 
vioft defirous of admittance* 

Tim. Ladies ? what.are their wills ? 

Sir. 
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Ser. There comes with them a fore-runner, my lord^ 
which bears that office to fignify their pleafures. 
Tim. I pray< let them be admitted. 

s c E N E vr. 

Enter Cupid witli a Mafque of Ladies, as Amazons". 

€up. T T AIL to thcc, worthy^Ti'mon, and to all 

JrX That of hi* bouat-ics tafte ! the five befr 
Swifeft • 
Acknowledge thee their patron ; and do come 
K-eely to gratulate thy plenteous bofom : 
Th' Ear, Tfefte, Touch, Smell, pleas'd from thy Tar- 

ble rife, 
Thefe only now come but to fcaft thino eyes. 

• Tim. They're welcome all; let 'cm have kind ad- 

mittance, 
Ltt muiic make their welcome. 

Luc. You fee, my lord, how amply you're belov'd. 
Apem. Hoyday! what a fweep of vanity comes^ 
this way»! ' 
They dance, they are mad women. 

* Like madnefs, is the glory of this life; 
As this^ pomp (hews to a little oil and root. 
We make ourfelves fools, to difport ourfelves ; 
And fpend our flatteries, to drink thofe men> 
Upon whofe age we void it up-again^ 

With poifono us fpight and envy •^ 

Who liv€S, that'* -not depraved or depraves ? 
Who dies that bears not one fpurn to their grave* 

Of their friends' gift? 

I Ihould fear, thofe, that daoce before me now,. 

* the glory ofihisMfo is very near io'madne/s, as may be made ap- 
pear from tkis Pomp exhibited in a Place where a Philofopher is feed-' 
ing on Oil and Roots, When we fee by Example how few arc the 
Neceflaries of Life, we learn what madnefs there is in fo much Su- 
5^fluity. Jpkn/on. 

G 5. Would^ 
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Would one day ftanip upon me : 'Thas been done 
Men (hut their doors againfi thefetting fun. 

The Lards rife from table, wUh much adoring of Ti- 
xnon ; each Jingling out an Amazon, and all dance, 
men with women; a lofty fir ain or two to the hautboys^ 
and ceafe, 

Tim, You have done our pleafures much grace, 
fair ladies, 
Set a fair falhion on oor entenatbment, ' 
Which was not half io beaotifiil tuad kind :' . 
You've added worth unto't, and lively luftre. 
And ehtertain'd me with'minrbwa device. 
fam to thank you for it. 

Luc. My lord, you take us even at the beft. 

Apem. Faith, for the worft is filthy, and would not 
hold taking, I doubt xrie. 

Tim. Ladies, there is an idle banquet' attends you. 
Pleafe you to difpofe youtfelves. 
^ All La, Moft thankfully, my lardl'.- . [Exeaint. 

Tim, Flavins -» . c' .1 

Flav, My lord. 

Tim, The little calket bring me hither. 

Flav, Yes, my lord. More jewels yet? there is no 
croffinghim in*8 humour, 

Elfe I Ihould tcU him — well — i'failh, I (hould. 
When all's fpent, he'd be crofs'd then if be could: 
Tis pity, Bounty has not eyes behind ; 
That man might ne'er be wretched for his mind. 

LucuL Where be our men? 

Serv. Here, my lord, in readinefs. 

Luc. OurHorfes. 

Tim, O my good friends ! . 
I have one word to fay to you ; look, my lord, 
I muft entreat you, honour me fo much 
As to advance this jewel, accept and wear it. 
Kind my lord 1 

Luc, I am fo far already in your gifts—- 

AIL So are we all. [Exe, Lucius, Luculius, ^.. 

SCENE 
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SCENE VII. 

Enter a Servant 
Serv. A 4^Y lord, there are certain nobles of tb€ Se* 
iVA natc newly alighted, and come to vifit you. 
Tim. They are fairly welcome. 

Re-enter Flavius. 
FlAv, I befcech your Honour, vouchfafeme a word; 
it does concern you near, 

Tim. Me near ? Why then another time Til hear 
thee. 
I pr ythee, let's be provided to (hew them entertain- 
ment. • ' \ 
Flefv. I fcarcc know how. 

Enter another Servants 

2 Serv, May it pleafe your Honour, lord Lucius^ 
-out of his free love, hath prefented to you four milk- 
white horfes trapt in filver. 

Tim, I fliali accept them fairly : let the Prefents 
Be worthily entertained. 

Enter a third Sert^ant. 

How now? what new§? 

3 Serv. Pleafe you, my lord, that honourable gen- 
tleman. Lord Lucultus^ entreats your company to- 
morrow to hunt with him, and has fent your Honour 
two brace of grey-hounds. 

TVm. ril hunt with him; and let them be received^ 
not without fair reward. 

Eav. What will this come to? he commands us to 
provide, and give great gifts, and all out of an empty 
coffer: Nor* will he know his purfe, or yield me this, 
To (hew him what a beggar his heart is, 
Being of no power to make his wifhes good ; 

G 6 His 
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His promifes fly fo beyond his ftate, 

That what he {peaks is all in debt; he owes forev'ryr 

word : 
He is fo kind that he pays intereft for't: 
His- land's put to their books. Well, would I were 
Gently put put of office, ere I were forcM! 
Happier is he that has no friend to feed^ 
Than fuch that do e'en enemies exceed. 
I bleed inwardly for my lord. [ExU, 

Tim. You do yourfelves much wron^, you bate 
too much of your own metits* Here, roy lord, a. 
trifle of our. love.. 

I Lord. With more than -common thanks I will 
receive it. 

3 Lord. He has the very foul of bounty. 

Tim. And now I remember, my lord, you gave 
good words the other day of a bay courfer I rode on. 
'Tis yours, becaufe you lik'd it. 

9 Lord. Oh^ I befeech yjou, pardon me, my lord, 
in that; 

Tim. You ma V take my word, ray lord ^ Lknow 
no man can juilly praife, but what he does aifed. I 
weigh my friend's affeftion with my own ; I tell you. 
true. I'll call on you . 

All Lords. O, none fo welcome. 

Tim. I take all, and your feveral vifitations 
So kind to heart, 'tis. not enough to give 
My thanks, I could' deal Kingdoms to my friends, 
And ne'er be weary. Alcihiades^ 
Thou art a foldier, therefore feldom rich^ 
It comes in charity to thee ; thy living 
Is ^mongft the dead ; and all the lands thou haft 
Lie in a pitcht £eld« 

Ale. I defy land, my lord.. 

1 Lord. We. are fo virtuoufly bound • .. 
Tim. And fo am I to you. 

2 Lord. So infinitely endear' d 

.Tim. All to you. Lights! more lights,' more ligHts- 

3 Lord,. 
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3 lorrf.Thebeftof happinefs, honour and fortunes. 

Keep with you, lord Timon 

Tim. Ready for his friends. [Exeunt Lords. 

SCENE VIII. 

Apem, TJl 7H AT a coil's here, 

VV Serring ofbccksandjutting.outofbums! 
I doubt, whether their legs be worth- the fums 
That are giv'n for 'em. Friendftiip's full, of dregs ; 
Methinkss falfe hearts Ihould never hav€.foundJegs. 
Thus honeft fools lay our their wealth on court'lies.. 

Tim. Now Apemantus, if thou wert not fullen, 
I would be good to thee. 

Apem. No, I'll nothing; for if I fliould be bribed 
too, there would be none left to rail upon thee, and 
then thou wouldft fin the fafter. Thou giv'ft fo long, 
Timon^ Tfear me; thou wilt give awav thyfelf in pro- 
per fhortly. What need theft feaus, ppmp5, and 
vain-glories ? 

Tim. Nay, if you begin to rail on fociety.once, I 
am fworn not to give regard to you. Farewel, and 
come with better muGc. 

Apem, So thou wilt not hear me now, thou 

fhalt not then, 
ril lock thy heaven from thee :• 
Oh, that men's ears fhould be 
To counfel deaf, but not to flattery! [Exit. 



ACT U. SCENE I. 

A public Place, in the City. 
Enter a Senator. 
Senator. 
ND late, five thoufand : ps^yhrro and to Ifidore 
L He owes ninethoufand, befidesmy former Sum; 

Which 
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Which makes it five and twcnt\'. Still in motion 

Of raging wade ? It cannot hold, it will not. 
If I want gold, fteal but a Beggar's dog, 
And give it Timon^ why, the dog coins gold. 
If I would fell my horfc, and tmy ten more 
Better than he ; why, give my horfe to Timon* 
Alk nothing, give it him, it foals me ftvafght 
Ten -able horfe. No porter at his gate, 
But rather one that fmiles, and ftill invites 
All that pafs by it. ' It cannot'hold; no reafon 
Can found his date* in fafety. Caphis, hoa ! 
Caphi's.l fay. 

Enter CaphiJ. 

Cap. Here, Sir, what is your pleafure ? 

Sen, Gel on your cloak, and hafte you to lord Timon; 
Importune him for monies, be not ceaft , 
With flight denial ; nor then filenc'd with 

Commend me to your mafier and the cap 

Plays in the right hand, thus : — but tell him, firrah^ 

My ufes cry to me, I muft ferve my turn 

Out of mine own; his days and times are paft, 

And my reliance on his fraSed dates 

Has frtiit my credit. I love and honour him ; 

But muft not break my back, to heal his finger. 

Immediate are my needs, and my relief 

Muft not be toft and turn'd to me in words. 

But find Supply immediate. Get you gone. 

Put on a moft importunate afped, 

A vifage of demand : for I do fear. 

When every feather flicks i^n his own wing, 

Lord Timon will be left a naked Gull, 

Who flaQies now a Phcfenix Get you gone. 

Cap, I go, Sir. 
. 5m. I go. Sir? — ^Take the bonds along with you, 
And have the dates in Cbmpt. 

Cap. 1 will. Sir. 

Sen. Go. [Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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S C EN E II. 

Changes U) Tittion'i HalL 
Enter Flavius, with many hills in his hand, 
Flav. "XT O care, no flop ? fo fenfelefs of expence, 
X^ That he will neither know how to main- 
tain it,. 
Nor ceafe his flow of ript ? Takes no account 
How thin^s,go;fro(n,hiip, and refumes no care 
Of what is tQ.cpntinu^; * never Mind 
Waa^ to be fo unwife, to be,fo kind. 
What fliall be done? — he will not hear, 'till feel : 
I mufl be round with him, now he comes from hunt- 
Fie, fijs, fie, fire; ,, [ing. 

Enter Caphis*, Ifidore, and Varro. 

Cap. Good evening, Farro;. what, you come For 

money? 
Var. 1ft not your bufinefs too ? 
Cap, It is; and your's too? JJidoref 
IJid. It is fo. 

Cap. 'Would we were aU difcharg'd ! 
Far. I fear it. 
Cap, Here comes the lord. 

Enter Timon, and his train. 

Tim. So fopn as dinner's done, we'll forth again. 
My AlcibiadeSy — Well, what's your Will? 

[They prefent their bills, 
CapT My lord, here is a note of certain dues. 
7im> Dues ? whence are you ? 
Cap' Of Athens here, my lord. 
Tim. Go to my Steward. 
Cap. Pleafe it yourlordfliip, he hath put me off 

* To make this Senfe and Crammer^ it (hould be fuppUed thus^' 

never mind 

Was [made] to htfi itntyi/e^ [in order] to be Jo kind* Warb. 

To 
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To the fucceflion of new days, this xnoQth : * 

My mailer is awakM by great occafion, 

To call upon his own ; and humbly prays you,- 

That with your other noble parts you'll fuit, . 

In giving him his Right. 

Tim, Mine honeft friend, 
r pr*ythee, but repair to me next morning. 

€ap. Nay, good my lord 

Tim. Contain thyfelf, good friend. 

Var. One Varro^s fcrvant, my good lord- 



Ifid. From Ifidorr^ he prays your fpeedy payment — 

Cap, If you did know, my iord^ my matter's wants 

Var. 'Twas due on forfeiture, my lord, fix weekii 
and paft. — - — 

Jfid. Your Steward puts me off, my lord, and I 
Am fent exprefly to your lordihip. 

Tim, Give me breath: — 
I'do befdech'you, gdod'my lords, keep on, 

[Exeunt lardfi^ 
rU wait upon you iriftantly. Come hither : 
How goes the world, that I am thus encountred' 
With clam'rous claims of debt, of broken bondst- 
And the detention of long-fince-due debts, 
Againft my honour ? 

Flav Pleafe you, gentlemen^- 
The time is unagreeable to this bufinefs : 
Your importunity ceafe, 'till after dinner ; 
Thkt I may make his lordfliip underftand 
Wherefore you are not pay'd. 

Tim. Do fo, my friends ; fee them well entertain'd; 

[Exit Timon. 

Flav. Pray, draw near. [Exit Flavfus. 

SCENE IIL. 



Enter Apemantus, and Tool. 
lY, ftay, here comes the F6< 
mantus; let's havefome fport with 'em. 



Cap. C TAY, ftay, here comes the F60I with Ape- 

^ mantUSi let's have fome fnnrl- with Vm . 

rar% 
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Var. Hang him, he'll abufe us. 

Jfid, A plague upon him, dog ! 

Var. How doft, fool ? 

Apem. Doft dialogue with thy ihadow? 

Var. I fpeak not to thee. 

Apem. No, 'tis to thyfelf. Gome away. 

Ifid. There's the fool hangs on your back already. 

Apem. No, thou ftand'A fingle. 

Cap, Thou art not on him»yet. 
Where's the fool now ? 

Apem. He laft afk'd the Queftion. Poor rogues' 
and ufurers' men .' bawds between gold and want i 

AIL What are we, Apemantusf 

Apem. Affes. 

All. Why? 

Apem. That yjou aflc me what you are, and do not 
know yourfelves. Speak to 'cch^ fool. 

Fael. How do you, Gentlemen ? 

AIL Gramercies, good Fool: how does your mif- 
trefs ? 

FooL She's e'en fetting on water to fcald fuch 
chickens as you are. ^ Would, we could fee you at 
Corinth. 

Apem. Good! gramercy! 

Enter Page. 

FooL Look you, here comes my millrefs's page. 

Page^ Why how now, captain? what do you in 
this wife company? how doft thou, Apevianlus? 

Apem, 'Would, r had a rod in my mouthy that I 
xaightanfwer thee profitably. 

Page. Pr'ythee, Apemantus, read me the Super fcrip- 
tion of thefe letters ; I know not which is which. 

Apem. Canftnot read? 

Pagei No» 

Apem. There will little learning^die then^ that day 

* *WouU, wi loufdfeiyeunt Cbrmtb.] AcaiU Name for a Bawdjr- 
HouTc, I fuppofc frpm Uic Diffglutcads of tbat ancicm Grak Ci^- 

thou 
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thou art hang'd. This is to lord Timon^ this to Al- 
cibiades, Go^ thou waft born a baitard^ and thou'it 
die a bawd. 

Page. Thou waft vrhelpt a dog, and thou flialt fa- 
mifh, a dog's death. Anfwernot, I am gone. [Exit, 

Apem, Ev'nfo thou out-run'ftjgrace. 
Fool.l will go witii you to lord Timons. 

Fool, Will you leave me there? . 

Apem. If Timon ftay at home ' 

You three ferve three Ufurers ? > 

All,\ I would dbey iierv'd ub^ ^ 

Ajum. &o would 1-^xs good a trick as ever haag- ] 
man ferv'd thief. I 

FooL Are you three ufurers' men ? I 

AIL Ay, fool. 

FoqL I think, no ufurer but has a fool to his fer- I 
vant. My miftrcfs is one, and I am her fool ; when 
men come to borrow of your maftcrs., they approach I 
-ladly, and go away merrily ; but they eater toy mif- ! 
trefs's houfe merrily, and go away fadly. The ica- >( 
•fonofrfuB? * 

. Vuf, I could render one. 

Apem, Do it then, that we may account thee Ti 
whoremafter, and a knave ^, which notwithfiaading, 
thou fhalt be no lefs efteemM. 

Var, What is a whoremafter, fool? 

Fool, A fool in good Gloaths, and fomething like 
thee. 'Tis a fpirit; fomctimes it appears like a lord, 
fometimcs like a lawyer, fomttimes like a philofo- 
pher, with two flones more than's artificial one. He 
is very often like a knight ; and generally, in all 
fliapes that man goes up and down in, from four- 
fcore to thirteen, this Spirit walks in. 

Var, Thou art not altogether a fool. 

JFoo/. Nor thou altogether a wife man ; as nmch 
foolery as I have, fo much wit thou iack'ft. 

Apem^ That anfwer might have become Ap^mdrUus, 

AIL Afide, afide, beie comes lord Timon, 

Enter 
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Entir Timon and FJavius. 

Apem, Come with me^ fool^ come. 
Fool. I do not always foHow lover, elder brother, 
and woman, libxnethhe, the philofopber. 
Bav^' Pray yau, walk near, Til fpeak with you anon. 
[Exeunt Crediiors, Apemantus and Fool. 

s c E N E IV. 

Tim, "^T' O U Biake me marvel ; wherefore, ere this 

JL i tinae, j 

Had you not fully laid nay ftatc before me ? 
That I might fo have rated my expence, 
As I had leave of means. 

Klmi, You wota^Id not hear me ; . 
At many leifuret I proposed. 

Tim. Go to: . 

Perchance, fome fingle vantages you. took, 
When my indiipoiruion put you back : 
And tJiat unaptiie& made yooi rainifier 
Thus to cKCufc yoiarfeif, 

Fiav. O my good lord ! 
At many times I brought in my accounts. 
Laid them Before you ; you would throw them off. 
And fay, you found. tbe>aD in mine honefty. 
Wh«n, for fome trifling Prefent, you have hid me 
Return fo much^ Tve Ihook my head, and wept ; 
Yea, 'gainft th'authority of manners, pray'd you 
To hold your hand more dofe. I did endure 
Not feldom, nor no flight, checks ; when 1 have 
Prompted yoa in the ebb of your eftate, 
And your great flow of debts. My dear-lov'd Lord, 
Though you hear nmv too late, yet now'sa time; 
The gr^atvll of your Having lacks a half 
To 4^ay your prefent debts. 

T4m, iLet all my land b^ fold. 
^Flav, 'Tis all engaged, fome forfeited and gone: 

And 
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And what remains will hardly ftop the mouth ' 

Of prefent dues ; the future comes apace : 
What fhall defend the interiia, and at length- 
*HoId good our reckoning ? 

Tim. To Lacedamon did my land extend. > 
Ilav. O my good lord, the world is but a word; 
Were it all yours, to give it in a breath, 
. How quickly were it gone \ 

Tim. You tell me true. | 

¥lav» If you fufpeft my husbandry, or falihood, | 
Call me before the exa&eft Auctitor», 
And fet me on the |>roof. So the Gods blefs me^^ 
When all our Offices have been oppreft 
With riotous feeders; when all our vaults have wept 
With drunken fpilth of wine; when every room 
Hath blaz'd with lights, andbray'd with minftrelfy ; 
I have retired me to i a wailful cock. 
And fet mine eyes at flow. I 

. Tim. Pr*ythee, no more. ' 

Flav. Heav'ns .' have Ifaid, the bounty of this lordi 
How many prodigal bits have flaves and peafants 
This night en glutted ! who now is not TimorCs ? 
What heart, head, fword, forcev means, but is lord: 

TimoHS ? 
Great Timon, noble, worthy, royal Timons ? 
Ah ! when the means are gone, that buy this prai&f 
The breath is gone whereof this praife i»made: 
Feaft-won, faft-ioft : one cloud of winter (howers, 
Thefe flies are couch t. 

Tim. Come, fermon me no further, 

♦ How goes our reckoning f] This Steward talki very wildly. 
The Lord indeed might have afked, what a Lord feldom knowif - 

How goes our reckoning ? 
Bat the Steward was too well fatis£ed in that Matter. I would 
read therefore. 

Hold good our recVning f - Warburton. , 

t — a waJUfd cocky] i, e. z Cockhjt^ a Garret. And a 

»«/?«/«/ C«i fignifies a Garret lying in wafte, ncglcdcd, put to no 
Ufc. Oxford Editor. 

No 
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"No villainous bounty yet hath pad my heart ; 

IJnwifcly, not ignobly, have I given. 

Why deft thou weep ? canft thou the confcience lack. 

To think 1 fliall lack friends ? fecurc tby heart ; 

If I would broach the veflels of my love, 

* And try the arguments of hearts by borrowing, 

"Men and men^s fortunes could I frankly ufe, 

As I can bid thee fpeak. 

Flav. Affurance blefs your thoughts ! 

-Jim. And in fome fort thcfc wants of mine are 
crown'd. 
That I account them bleflings; for by th^fe 
Shall I iry friends. You (hall perceive how ycm 
Miftake my fortunes : In ray friends Fra wealthy. 
Within there, Ho ! Flaminius, Servilius I 

S C E N £ V. 

£72/^ flaminius, Servilius, and other fsrvants, 

Serv. TV >T Y lord, my lord. 

iVl Tim. I will difpatch you fevVally. 
You to lord Lucius — to lord LucuUus you,: I hunted 
with his Honour to day — you to Sempranius — com* 
mend me to their loves; and I am proud, fay, that 
my occafions have! found time to ufe "em* toward a 
'fupply of money ; let the requeil.be fifty talents. 

Flam. As you have faid, my lord. 

Flav. Lord Lucius and LucuUus? hum ■ 

Tim. Go, you, Sir, to the Senators; [To Flavins. 
Of whom, even to the State's ^beil health, I have 
Deferv'd this hearing ; bid 'cm fcod o'th' inftsiat 
A thpufand ^talents to me. 

Flav. rve-bcen bold, 
{For that 1 1 knew it the moft gen'ral way) 
To them to ufe your fignet and your name ; 



*'And iry ihe arguments — ] Ar^iments, for naturci. 
t linow it tk moft gen'ral way] genral for fpecdy, 



Tim. 
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But they ck) Aake th^ir heads, and I am here 
No richer in Return. ^- 

Tim. Is't true? can't be? 

Flav-, They ainfwer in a joint and corpocate voice. 
That now they are at Fall, want Trcafure, cannot 
Do what they would ; are forry— You are honour- 

But yet they could have wifht they know not — 

Something hath been amifs— anoble nature 
Maycatch a wrench — would all were well — :'tis pity-r- 
And fo intending other fcrious matters. 
After diftafteftil iooksw ^nd; thefe hard fra&iooLS;^ 
With certain half-capa, and) cold-moving; nods, * 
They froze me into filence. 

Tim, You Gods reward them T 
I pr'ythee, man, look cheerly. Thefe old fellows 
Have their Ingratitude in riiem }iereditary i 
Their blood is c?ikM, 'tis cold, it feldom flows, 
*Tis lack of kindly warmth, they arc not kind; 
And nature as it grows again tow'fd eartb. 
Is fafhion d for the jo^irney, dull^ andheavy- 
Go to Ventidius — --pr'ythce, be not fad, 
Thou'rt true, and juft; ingenuoufly I fpeak. 
No Blame belongs to thee : Ventidius lately 
BuTy'd his father, by whoft death he's ftepp'd 
Into a gneat efiat^e \ when he was poor, 
Imprifon'd, and in fcarcity of friends, 
I clear'd him wi«h five- talents. Greet him from me ; 
Bid him fuppofe,.fome good neccflity 
Touches his friend, which craves to be remcmberM 
With thofe five talents. That had, give't thefe fellows 
To whom 'tis inftant due. Ne'er f^DCak. or think. 
That Timons fortunes 'mong hi« friend* can fink^ 
Stew. 'Would, Icotfld not: thkt thought is boun- 
ty's foe; 
Being free itfelf, it thinks all others fo, [Exewit.. 



ACT 
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ACT III. S C E N E I. 

Lucullus'i Houjc in Athens. 
Flaminius waiting, Enter afervant to him. 

Servant. 

I have told my lord of you ; he is coining down to 
you. 
Flam. I thank you. Sir, 

Enter LucuUus. 

S«r. Here's my lord. 

Lucul. One of lord Timoiis men ; a gift^ I warrant 

Why, this hits right : I dreamt of a filver bafon and 
ewre to night. Flaminius^ honeft Flaminius, you are 
very refpedively welcome, Sir; fill me fome wine. 
And how does that honourable, complete, free- 
hearted Gentleman of ii^A^ni, thy very boqniiful good 
lord and mafter? 

Earn. His health is well. Sir. .1 

Lucul. I am right glad that his health is well, Sir; 
and what haft thou there under thy cloak, pretty 
Flaminius T 

Flam. Faith, nothing but an empty box, Sir, which, 
in my lord's behalf^ i come to entreat t your Honour ^ 
to fupply ; who, having great and infiantoccafion t6 
ufe fifty talents, hath fent to your lordffliip to furni& 
him, nothing doubtingyour prefent afliftance therein. 

Lucul. La, la, la, la, Nothing doubting, fays 

he? alas, good lord, a noble gentleman 'tis; if he 
would not keep fo good a houfe. Many a time and 
often I ha' din'd with him, and told him on'l ; and 
come again to fuppertohim, on purpofe to have him 
fpend left. And yet he would embrace no counfel, 
take no warning by my Coming ; every man hath 
his fault, and honefty is his. I ha' told him on't, 
but I could never get him from't. 

Enter 
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Enter afervant, with wne* 

S«r. Tleafe your lordfhip, here is the. wine. 

Lucul. Flaminius^ I have noted thee always wife, 
rHere's to thee. 

Flam. Your lordfiiip fpeaks yourpleafure. 

Lucul, I have obfervM thee always tor a towardly 
prompt fpirit, give thee thy due : and one that knows 
what belongs to reafon; and canft ufe the time well, 

if the time ufe thee well. Good parts in thee 

Get you gone, firrah. ['to the fervant^ who goes out.] — 
Draw nearer, honeftHflmmiuj; ihyiord's a bountiful 
gentleman, but thou art wife, and thou knoweft weil 
enough (altho^ thou comeft to me) that this is no 
time<tQ lend money, efpecially upon bare friendQiip 
without fecurity. Here's three Solidares for thee; 
good boy, wink at me, and fay, thou faw'ft me not. 
fare thee well. 
. tlam, Is't poflible the world (hould fomuch differ, 
And we alive thatliv'd? fly, damned bafenefs. 
To him that worlhips thee. [Throwing the money away. 

Lucul. Ha i now I fee thou art a fool, and fit for 
thy mafler. 

i7am.' May thefe add to the number that may fcald 
thee : 
Let molten, coin be thy damnation^ 
Thou difeafe of a friend, and not himfelf i 
Has friendQiip fuch a faint and milky heart. 
It turns in lefs than two nights ? O you Gods! 
I feel my maftcr's paffion. This flave 
Unto this hour has my lord^s meat in him : 
Why fhould it thrive, and turn to nutriment. 
When heis turn'd to poilbn? 
O ! may difeafes only work upon't : 
And when he's fick to death, let not that part, 
Of.nurture, my lord pa^yld for, be of power 
To expel ficknefs, but prolong bis hour i [ExiL 

SC EN^E 
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SCENE IL 

A fiMic Street. 
lEnter Lucius, with threejlrangers. 

tf- "\7l7HO,.thp lord Timonfht is my very good 
V V friend, and an honourable gentleman. 

I Stran. We know him for no Icfs, tbo' we arc but 
Uraoger^ to him. But I can l^ll you one thing, my 
lord, and which I bear from common rumours, now 
lord Jff?i^\s::hjappy haurs are done and pafl, and his 
edate fhrinks from hjia« * 

Luc. Fye, no, d# not believe it,; he cannot want 
for money. - 

8 Stran. But belieVe you this, my lord, that not 
lo»g ^go^aneiof Wb f»€«ima« with the lord IwcuZ/Uj, 
to borrow fifty taleels, ^ay, urg'd extremely for't] 
and Ihew'drwhut ©ecelBty b^loftg'd tolt, and yet was 
<ieny'd. . ■ ) ._.| •'.-.. .• : . .. 

JLuc. How? , ^ 

8 Stran. I t^U you, detty^d, ioy lord.*. 

I-«r. What a ftrlcnge'cafe wasr that? noW^ before 
the Gods, I. am alham'd oa't. - iDcoy'd that hdnbur- 
. able maa ? there was .very little bonofurfbcw'd in that 
For ray o.wn.part,! jnjift tiecdsl confeft, I have re^ 
ceived fo<oe fmall kindneffcfi frbmhiro^as money 
plate, jewels, .and fufh like, trifles, nothing coraparl 
mg to bis ; yet had.heiroiflookU him,. and fent him 
to me, I fhould ne*cr have deny'd his occafion fa 
many talents. . " lo 

Enter Servilius. , 
Ser. See, by good hap, yonder s my lord. I have 
fwcat to fee bis Honour.— My honqur'd lo7d— 

Tt* t • 
Lxu. ServUm! you are kindly met. Sir. FareVhe^ 
well, commend me to thy boaourable virtuous lotd 
my very exquifite friend. ' 

, vouvn. H ^, 
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Ser, May it pleaffi^ yov Mpnour^ my lord hath 
Cent 

Luc. Ha ! What hath liQ font ? I am fo much en- 
dear'd to that lord; he's ever Tending r how (hall I 
thank him, think'ft thou ? and what has he fern now? 

Sir. H*as only ffint his prdfeat oCcafion now, my 
lord; requefting yoQr lordfliip to fupply his infiant 
ufc, with fifty ifcalenis^. "'r - • f»t i * 

£ur. I know^ hii^ ttkxi^dlhipUd'but m«rty with me ; 
He cannot want fifty timt6 five-' hundtbd ^^tfiknts. 

Ser. But in the mean riiiiie:h6wam94efs^ toy Lord. 
If his occafion were not virtuous, '- 
I ihould not urge it half To faitiifially. 

Luc. Doft thou fpeak ferioufly, Serviliusf 

Sir. Upon my foul, ^tik f toe, Sir. 

LfU. What a wicked benft^was I, to disfamifli my- 
felf againft fuch a good t-itxie^ when Imxght ha' (hewn 
myfelf honourable ?1idWiuiiltiekibp 4t kap'ned, that I 
Ihould purchafe the day before for a little part, and 
undo a great deal of honour? Servilius^ now before 
the gods, I am:»ot able, to do- — ^(rhe itierebeaft, I 
fay) — —I was Tending to vdkriotdlHnKm ffiyfdf, thife 
gentlemen can wrt«i4is ;. bostJ would ^not, for the 
wealth of'Athihs^ i had itonPt nowi* GommeAd- me 
bountifully 'to his goaDdUMdfhip^i and, Il^ope, HsHo- 
npur will conceive the fairfeft W ihei,' • becaufe I have 
no power tor bp kind. :Add tell b'rmtbis frominse, I 
cotiat:it onehof 4ny gTesaeft:afflfdibn^, that 1 cannot 
plcafure fuch an honouraWe genrfemaa. Good Ser- 
vilins, will you befriend nie fo far, as to ufe-my own 
words to him? 

Ser. Yes, Sir, I fhalh - ' [Exit ServiHus. 

rlu^, I'll look ye oait a good tutn; Servilius^^ — 
True, as you faid+ finion is &runkv indeed ; ' 
A^d. he, that's once deny'd, will hardly fpecd. [ExiU 

1 Stfun. Do you ^hfQTV&khis, iHcftiUus f 

2 Stran. Ay, too well. >• . 

I Stran. Why, this is the warttfk fotrl'; 

• Of 
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'Of the fame piece is every flatterer's fpirit : . 

Who can call hini hiy friend. 

That dips m thet£knie dilh? for, in my ktiowing, 

Timon has been toithis lord as a father; 

And kept his credit with his bounteous purfe: 

Supported hiieftate ; nay, Timon s money 

Has cpaid his men their wages* He ne'er drinks, :'' . 

But. Jimori s filvter treads upon his) ii p ; > 

And yet, ol)v>feeitbeino»iiroufnef9 of man. 

When he looks 4>nt iiiiaat uii^ratcfiirihapie !. . 

He does deny him (in refpeA of his)- ' ' 

What charitabidttn^n-afibtki to beggars. 
3 Stran. Religion groans at it. ' 
1 Stran. For mine ov*n part, ** 

I never taflied Timon in my life ; ... 

Nor any o£bi^ttocuitie6 >eame o'er me; 

To mai^k me fdriiits f^tend.* Ylet^ I proteft,. 

For his right^Qoblet mind, ^i4ki(kiot^> virtue, i« 

And hpnourable carriage. 

Had his iie^eflky anade' ufe of 'me, . . : ! 

I would have put my wealth into donation. 

And the beft half ihould: have' attorn'd to him. 

So much liove his heait ;;>. but, I perceive^ . 

Men muft learn tii^w AVitk pat;^ to difpdnce, ^ 

For policy &t^ above«6n?fcietide^:^ * r-. \ .[Exeutit^ 

Entft u third Servant with Semproni^s. 

Sem. \Jf^^^ he needs trouble' ine in t? 'bove all 

iVi ' others ? . . • 1 :. ; . : 

Heijai^t'^tried lord 'Ltiriqi, .or)LwcuUui; . 
And no\v^Vinii4ia^ iff weaihby.tqo,. »- •..,!/' 

Whom he redeem*d frotn prifozi^ All kheCe. three 
. Owe their edates'unto him, . . 
Ser, Db, nty lordv 
They've all been touched, and all are found bafe metal ; 
For they have all dcny'd him. 

J i^' ^'' H5 Seim 
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Sent. How ? deny <1 hitti ? 
Ventidius and Lucullus bothdeny'd bim ? 
And does be fend to me ? tbree i bunH- 



It {hews but little love or judgmem :iii blm. 
Muft I be his laA refuge? his friends, like phyficiani^ 
Thrived, give iiim over ? mufi I take tbie cine 
On me? b'as much di{grac'd me in't; I'm angry. . 
He might have known «ny Place; Ifse<no fenbfoxV, 
But his occafions might have wKH^td.me.&fti 
For, in my coiifciec)ce».I was the firfi maoi* 
That e'er received gift from him. . 
And does he tbiok fo 42aekwaffdly.iQf me, 
That ril requite itlaft? no: 
' So it may prove an argument of laughter 
To th' refi, and 'mongft lords I be thought a fool: 
rd rather than the.worili of thiriceithe £am, 
H'ad fent to me fiirft, hlit Cor my vkmd"$ fakcr: 
I'd fuch axouvage to Jbave .dcubu^ him good. 
But now return, — 

And with their faint Reply tliis Anfwcfr join; 
Wbobates minehonour,iball notknowmy coin. [ExiL 
Ser. Excellent! your I6rdlhip*s a goodly villain. 
The devil k'uew not what he did, when he . made 
man politic; he cxofs'd . himfelf by't ; and I cannot 
think, V but in the end the yiUainies of man .will fee 
him clear. How fairly this Ipcd flriyes to appear 
foul? takes virtuous copieslto be wicked s like thofe 
that under hot, ardent, zeal would fet whole Realms 
on fire. Of fuch a nature is his politic love. 
This was my lord's beft hope; noW all are fled. 
Save the Gods only. Now his friends are dead ; 
Doors, that were neec .acquainted, with tbear ivardft 
Many a bounteous yea^v muft be employ'd ^ 
Now. to guaid fure theif mafter. . . •■ •' » 

And this is all a liberal couxfe allows ; ■) 1 .■ . . 
Who cannot keep his wealth, muft- keep his houfe. 

e . . . [EXU. 

SCENE 



S CX N" E-^ IV. 

Changed fo TimoiiV Halt. 

fnier. Va<ro^^Ti«u84:<Hc(t5tc»ftus, hwmn, and othe^ 
fervants of Timoii sereditors, who wait fof his coming 

outi : :'v, i ,,>xV''\ ) ::' . 1 ^ --i : .1 • 
Var. \'Jtf'Et!L lAicty ^cfod-tinotftiv^/ Titus znd Hor- 
VV Unftus. 

Tit. The like to you, kind Varro. 

Hor. Lucius^ why do we meet together? 
' LXLC. I thifilk^ oneibufif^efs do^8'^(>intiid.iid u» all. 
For mine is money. 

Tit. So is thcitSj-atid buw* ' 

Enter Phllo. 

Luc. And Sir ThUo^ too. 

Fhi. Good-day, at once. 

Luc. Welcome, good brother. What d'you think 
the hour ? 

Fhi, Labouring for nine. 

Xtttw ^So much ? 

Fhi. I* notmy lord feen yet? ^ 

Luc. Not yet. 

Fhi. I wonder : he was wont to {hine at fevcn. 

Luc. Ay, bui the day's are waxed (horter with him : 
You mud confider that a Prodigals courfe 
Is like the fun's, but not like bis recoverable, I fear: 
'Tis deepeft winter in lord-yimon* purfe ;, 
That is, one may reach dee^'Cnoagb^ and yet 
Find little* 

Fhi. I am of yanr fear for thut. 

Tit. Fll fliew you how t' obferve a ftrange event : 
Your lord fends now for money. 

Hor. True, he does. 

Tit, And he wears jewels now of TimOfCs gift, 
Fot which I wait for money. 

Hor. Againft my heart. 

' * H 3 Luc. 



Luc, How ftrapge it-(ho>vs, 
77mon in thi»fl<o^id ipky'^ore thaAi Ke owes I 
And e^cn as if your }(:|^d.(l|ouJd wear i^ch jewels. 
And fend for money for ^em. 

'Hot. Vm vr^iny of this-chitge^ Ak G^tb^ san' wit^- 
- •neft'';'"" i •. ' i .' ' ^ •»> I' 'I ^ \« t*'. 
I know, my lord hath fpent of Tlrm^^s wealth: 
k^ratnude:)iovv,9iAl(L/^ it worfi^'than.ft^lth.; . 

Var» Ves, mine's three thoufand' crownt : what's 
yours ? ' • • •- L ' ' 

Luc. Five thoufand, ., r h ,- v/ . 

Var. Tis^toomuch d<ep(.aridv itfthU feem.by 
th' fum, . .r i 

Your mailer's confidence wa^ abp^' niiine t ' 
Elfe, furely, his had equaird. 

Enter Flaminii^^ 

77/. One of lord Timoris men. 

£i/c. Fiaminius! Sir, a wdrd;. prjcy, Utey lord 
Ready to come forth? 

Flam. No, indeed, he is hotir. ii: c . 

27/. We attend his lordfiiip ; priy^ fignif y fo much. 

Flam. I heed not*tci^him''thatJ hcrknows yodare 
too diligent. 

• ' JEnter Flavins in- a eioak'tnuffled. 

Luc, Ha ! is not xh^t hiSfStei^ard muffled lo ? 
He^goes.^way i^ a cloud : caJl hiim^ call him. 
Tit. Do you hear,. Si r t < r - ^ ■' ! • : 
Var, By your leave. Sir. 
P/^it/. What do you aflc of me, my friend ? 
TV/. We wait for certain mdney .bei?e,i Sir. .. 
- Flav. If money were as certain as your waiting,. 
'Twerc fure enough. 

Why then prcf&rr'd you not your, fums and bills, 
When your falfe mafters'eat of imy loid'^ meat? 
Then they would fmile aiad fawn uiponlki^ debts/! 
And take down th' intereft of ihjcir felutt'noustibaws ; 

• You 



You do yourfelves but wrong to (lir mc up>* 

Let me pafs quietly: ,. 

Belicve't, my lord and I have mad^ an pndj 
I have no more to reckoUv.he to.fpei^d. , . 

Xt^. Ay, but this anfwer will not jferye. j 

Flav. If 'twill notferve, 'tis uot £0 bafe ^ you.; 
For you ferve knaves, j.,, . ..• - ) , [Exit. 

Var. How ! what does his cafhierViWorfhip mutter ? 

Tit. No matjter> what-^^^ie's poor, and that's re- 
venge enough. Who can fpeak broader than he that 
has no houfe to puiiiis head ini? 5u€^ may rail again& 
S^eat Buildings. ; 

Entir Servilius. , 

TV/. Oh, here's Servilius; now we {hall hwt fome 
anfwer. 

Ser, If I might befeech you, gentlemen, to repair 
fome other hour, I flioula derive much from it. For 
take it of my foul, 

Aly lord leans woxulroully to difcontent : 
His comfortable temper has forfook him,. 
He is mi^ch out of health, and'keeps his chamber 

Luc* Many do keep their chambers^, a^e not iick<: 
And if he be fo far beyond his health, 
Methinks he Ihould the fooner pay hfs debts. 
And make a clearway to the Gods. 

5^. Gopd Gods ! . 

Ti^. We cannot take this, for ah anfwen 

Bam. [within.] ServiliuSs help — my lord I my lofd. 

S C E .N E. v.- .. 

. Enter Timot^in a rjiige. 

Tim. WJ HA T, are my doors oppos'd againft my 

VV .paffage? 

Have I been ever free, ani muft my houfe . 
Be my retentive enemy, my goal? 

H4 "The 
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The place, which I have feafied, dftes it now. 
Like all mankind, {hew me an iron-heart? 

Luc, Put in now, Titus. 

tit. My lordi here's my bill.. • 

Luc, Hero?s mine. 

Var, And ttiinte, my Fotdi 

Cap, And ours, my lord. 

¥kL And 6Tir^biH». : ' ' * 

TVm. Knock mcdown with 'cm—— cleave me to 
the girdle. 

Lue. Alas? niylord.'-' .. . . 

Tim, Cut out my heart in fum»» 

Tit, Mine, fifty talents. 

Tim, Tell out my Wood. 

Luc, "Five thbnfand crowns, my lord. 

Tim, Five thoufand drops pay that*. 

What yours-: and yours ? 

- VoT, My lord- 



Cap, My lord- 



Tim, Here teat me, taleitte^ and the Gods fall6n 

you. ' .. ' [^^'''• 

Hor, Faith, I perceive, our Makers may throw 
their caps at their money ; thefe debts may be well 
caird defperate ones^ for a mad man owes 'em. 

[Exeunt, 

Re-enter Timon and Flavius. 
, Tim, TKey have e'cn put my breath from me,, the 
iflaves. CreditOfs! — devils. 
• Flav, My dear lord,-:- 

Tim, Wha^ if it AouJd be & ?— ^ ^ 

Flav, My dear lord, — 

Tim, ni have it fo— — ^ — ^My fteward f 

Flav, Here, ray lord. . . . ^ 

Tim, So filly! — Go, bid all my friends again, 
Lucius^ Lu^ullus^ and Sempronius, lAll. — ^ ' 
I'll once more feaft the rafcaU. 

Eav, O my loJ:d I 

You 



r 
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You only fpeak from your diftraded foul ? 
There^s not fo much left as to furuifli out 
A moderate table. 

Tim, Be it not thy care : 
Go, and invite them all, let in the tide 
Of knares once more : my Cook and FU provide. 

[Exeunt. 

S C E N E VI. 

Changes to tht Senate-Houfe 

Senators and Alcxbiades. 

I Sen. TV 4^ Y lord, you have my voice to't, the fault*s 

iVl bloody; 
*Tis neceflary he fhould die : 
Nothing emboldens fin fo much as mercy. 

s Sen. Moft true; the law (hall bruife >m. 

il^.'Health, Honour, and Compaffion to the fenate ! 

X Sen. Now, Captain. 

Ak, I am an humble fuitor to your Virtues : 
For Pity is the virtue of the. law. 
And none but Tyrants ufe it cruelly. 
It plcafes time and fortune to lie heavy 
Upon a friend of mine, who in hot blood 
Hath ftept into the law, which is paft depth 
To thofe that without heed do plunge into't. 
He is a man, fetting his fault afide. 
Of virtuous honour, which buys out his fault ; 
Nor did he foil the fad with cowardife. 
But with a noble fury, and fair fpirit. 
Seeing his reputation touchM to death. 
He did oppofe his foe : 
And with fuch fober and unnoted paffion 
He did behave his anger ere 'twas fpent^ 
As if he had but provM an argument. 

J Sen You undergo too Arid a Paradox, 
Striving. tomake an ugly Deed Igok fair: 

H 5 Your 
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Your words have took fochp^ins, 26 if tbey laboufd 

To bring Mat>-fliughter!iiUQ f0ri:|i)i fet xjuarrelling 

Upon the head of valour; which, ioKiei^*, 

Is valour mis-begot, and came into, the world 

When fefts and iadSpns were bi*t newjjy bpm. 

He's trnlyiyalliant that can wifi^Iy.fuffer , 

The worft that man can breathe, and make his wrongs 

His out-fide wear; hang like his rayment, carlefly: 

And neVr prefer his Injuries to his ^eart. 

To bring it into danger. 

If wrongs be evils^ andiiiforcef lii'kiH^ ' 

What folly 'tis to hafca»d.Hfc,fo<^il^?^ 

1 Sen. You cannot make grofs fins look clear ;- 
It is not valour to revenge;, but bear. 

Ale. My lords then; under favour, pardon me. 
If I fpesiK lik^ a Captain. - ^ 
Why do fond Dften .expofc themfetf;^! to battle. 
And not endure all threatnings, deep xippn't. 
And let the foes quietly cut theix throats, J 
Without repugnancy ?. but if there be 
Such valour in the bearing, what, make we 
Abroad ? why then, fure, . women are more valiantv 
That Itay at home, if bearing carry it; 
The afs, more than the lion; and the fellow, 
Loader^ with irons;, wifer than. the ju4§e;. 
If wifdom be in futf'ring. ©b, my Ibrcjs,' 
As you are great, be pitifuUy good : 
Who cannot condemji Rafhnefs in cold blood ? 
To kill, I grant, is fin's extremeft giift, 

But, in defence,-: *by mercy, 'tis madejuft* 

To be in anger is impiety : ^ 

But who is man, that is not angry/? 

Weigh but the crime with this. 

2 Sen. You breathe in vaiii. 

-*j? riicrcy, Tuinojtjufi:] By Mtrty » -meant £^i/y» But 



wc muft read. 

' ■ ' ■ V » madcjtt/?. Warburtbn, 

Ale. 
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JJc. In vj|in ? bis Service done 
At Lacedamon^ and Byzantium, 
Were a fufficient briber for his life; 

I Sen. What's th,?t? ; . . 

Ale. I fay, my lords, h'as done fair I^rvice, 
And flain in battle many of your cAemjes ; 
How full of valour did he bear himfelf 
In the laft conflid, and made plenteous wounds? 

i Sin, H^ has made top much plenty with Vm^ 
He's a fwoln rioter ;i^e has a fin, : 
That often drowns him, and takes valour prifoner. 
Were there no foes. That jwere enough alone 
To ov^ircoix^ h^np../ In that beaftly fury 
He has been kqown, to. commit outf^ages, 
And cberiQi faAions. 'Tis inferred to us. 
His days are foul, and his Drink dangerous; 

I Sen. He dies. 

Ale. tiard fs^te ! lie might have died in war. 
My lords, if not for any. parts in him, 
(Thopgh his right arm it^ight purcbafe his own timcf 
And be in debt to-Qone*,) yet mote to move you^ 
Take my Deferts to his, and jpin 'em bpth. 
And for I know, your reverend ages love 
Security, I'll pawn my viAorres, 
My Honours to y<)u, pn-his good retprns.. 
K by this crime he owes- the iUw his life, 
Why, let the/vyar receive't in valiant gore; 
For law is ftriS^ and war is nothing more. 

1 Sen. We are for la^v, he :dics, urge it no more; 
On height of our difpleafure: friend, or brother 
He forfeits his own blood, that fpills another. 

Ale. Muft it befo? it muft not be : 
My lords, I do befeech you, know mc. 

s Sen. How? 

^s Call me to. your remembrancer. 

^S€n. What! : — ','[ 

Ak. I capnot thinks but your age bath fprgot me;" 
It could not elfe be, I fbould be io bafe, 

H& To 
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To fue^ and be deny'd fuch common grace. 
My wounds ake at yon. 

1 Sen. Do you dare onr anger? 
*Tis in few words, but fpacious in efleA ; 
We bantfli thee for ever. 

Ale. Banifh roe ! 
Banifli your Dotage, baniOi Ufury, 
That nilke the Senate ugly. 

1 Sen-It^ after two day's (bine, Athens contains thee^ 
Attend our weightrer judgment. 
And, (now to fwell your fpirit,) 
He fliall be executed prefently. [Exeunt. 

Ale. Gods keep you old enough, that yon n>ay live 
Only in bone, that none may look on you f 
I'm worfe than mad : I have kept back their foes. 
While they have told their money, and let oiit 
Their coin upon large intereft; I myfelf, 

Rich only in large hurts. All thofe, 'for this? 

Is this the balfam thjat the uftiring fenate 

Pours into Captains' wounds? ha! Banifhment ? 

It comes not ill: I hate not to be banifht, 

It is a caufe worthy ihy fpleen and fury, 

That I may flrike at i^^A^7i5. I'll cheer up 

My difcontented troops, and lay for hearts. 

'Tis honour with moft hands to be at odds ; 

Soldiers as little ftoulrf brook wrongs, as Gods.' [Exit, 

SCENE VII. 

Changes to T moN^i Hoxj se. 
Enter divers Senators atfeveral doors. 
1 Sen. '"T^HE good time of the day to you, Sir. 

JL 2 Sen. 1 alfo wifli it to you : I think , 
this honourable lord did but try us this other day. 

1 Seu. Upon that were my thoughts tiring, when 
we encountred. I hope, it is not fo low with hhn, 
as he made it feem in the trial of his feveral friends. 

2 Sen. It fhould liot be, by the perfuafion of hi» 
new feafting. 

"" X Sert.^ 
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1 Sen, I (hould think fo: he hath fent me an ear- 
neft inviting, which many my near occafions did 
urge me to put off; but he hkih conjur'd me beyond 
them, and I mud needs appear. 

2 Sen. In like manner was I in debt to my impor* 
tunate bufinefs ; but he would^not hear my excufe. I 
am ferry,, when he fent to borrow of me, that my 
provifion was out. 

1 Sen. I am fick of that grief too, as I underftand 
how all things: go. 

2 Sen. Ev'ry man berets fo. What wotild he have 
borrow'd of you ? 

1 Sen. A thoufand pieces* 
8 Sen. A thoufand pieces! 
I Sen. What of you? 

3 Sen. He fent to me. Sir here he comes. 

Enter Timon and attendants. 

Tim. With all my heart, gentlemen both-^^ and 

how fare you ? 

I Sen. Ever at the beft, hearing well of your lord- 
ihip. 

a Sen. The fwallow follows not fummer more will- 
ingly, than we your lordOiip. 

Tim. Nor more willingly leaves winter: fuch fum- 
mer birds are men, Gentlemen, our dinner will 

not recompenfe this long day : feafi your ears with 
the mufic a while ; if they will fare fo harlhly as on 
the trumpet's found : we (hall to't prefently. 

I Sen. I hope, it remains not unkindly with your 
lordShip, that I returned you an empty melfenger. 

Tim. O Sir, let it not trouble you. 

a Sen. My noble lord. 

Tim. Ah, my good friend, what cheer? 

[The banquet brought in. 

s Sen. Moft honourable lord, I'm e'en iick of 
fliame, that when your lordlhip t'other day. fent to 
me, I was fo unfortunate a beggar. 

Tim. 
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Jim. Think not on't, Sir. 

<s S01; .If you had fent but two hours beforer-—- 
Jimi. Let it hot cumber your better remembrance. 
Cotne, bring in all together. 

2 Sen. AH cover d diQies ! 

I Sen. Royal cheier^ I warrant you. 

3 Sen. Doubt not that, if monqy and the feafon 
can yield it. 

I. Sen. How do yjou? what's the news ? 

3 Sen. Alcibiades is banifh'd: hear you of it ! 

£otk.Alcibiad€sh2Ln\Wd?.l 

3 Sen. 'Tis fo, be fure of it. . / 1 

1 Sen, How? now? 

2 Sen. I pray you, upon what ?" 

Tim^ My worthy friends, will you draw near? 

3 Sin. Ill tell ye more anon. Here's a noble feaft 
toward. 

iSen. This is the old maw flill. 
^•Ssn. Wiirt hold ? wiirt hold ? 

2 Sen. It does, but time will, and fo — — 

3 Sen. I do conceiVe._ 

Tim. Each man to his ftool, with that fpur as he 

would to the lip of his Mifttefs: your diet fliall be in 

all places alike. Make not a city-feaft of it, to let . 

• the meat cool ere we can agree upon the firft place. 

Sit, .fit. 

The Gods require, our thanks. 

fbu- great' Benefa&ifrs.JprinkU ourfociety with thank/d' 

nefs. For your own gifti make yourfilves praised; but re- 

f$rveJliU ta give^ lejh your Deities be defpijed. Lend to each 

man enough^ that am need not lend to another. For were 

your Godheads to borrow of men^ men would forjake the 

Gods. Make the meat beloved:, more than tlu man that gives 

it. Let no ajfkmhly of twenty be> xifiikout afcore of villains. 

. Jf there Jl twelve women at the table, let. a dozen of them he 

as, tkey are^-^* The rejl ofyourfoes^ Gods, thefenatorsof 

Athens, together with the common l(kg of people^ what is 

* the uj of your Fees,] We ftould-rcad Rts, : Warhurin. 

amifS' 
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amifs in them, you Gods, make JuiiabU Jot deJiruSion. For 
thefe my friends — as they are tQ me nothing^ Jo in nothing 
blejs them, and to nothing ate they welcome^ 
Uncqver, dogs, and lap. 

Somejpeak, What does his lordfhip mean?. 

Some other. I know not. 

TTrnT May you a tetter feaft never behold. 
You knot of -mouth-friends : fmoke, and lukewarm 
Is your perfeftion. This is Timon's laft ; {water 
Who ftuck and fp^ngledwith your flatteries, 
Walhes it ofP,' arid fprinklesin' your facts 
Your reaking villany* tlVe/loath'd, and long^ 
Moft fhiiling, faiooth, deteftcd Parafites^ 
Courteous deftrckyers, affable wolves, meek bears, 
You fools of. fortune, trencher-friends, time-flies, 
Gap-and-knee-ilaves, vapors, and minute-jacks ; 
Of man and beaft the infinite malady 
Crufli.you quite o'^yl What dpft thou go ? 
Soft, take thy phyfic firil — :thou too-i — and thou-^ 

[Throwing the. dijhes at them, and drives ''em ouL -■ 
.Sta^y,: I will lend thee money, borrow none. 
What I all in motion ? henceforth be no feafl:. 
Whereat a villain's not a welcome gueft. 
Burn Houfe, (ink ^M^ni,. henceforth' hated be 
Of Timony man, and all humanity ! [Exeunt. 

Re-firiter the Senators% 

1 Sen, How ngw, my lords ? 

2 Sen. Know^you the quality of lord 77m(?n's fury! 

3 Sen, Pflia i did you fee my cap? 

4 Sen. Tve loft my gown. 

1 Sen. He's but a mad lord, ^nd nought but hu- 
mour fways him. He gave me a jewel th' other day, 
and now he has bcat.it ou.t qf my cap. Did you fee 
xny jevyel ? 

2 Sen, Did you. fee ray cap? 

3 Sen. Here 'tis. 

j^Sm.. Here lies my gown. 

I Sen. 
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I. Sen, Let's make no ftay. 

2 Sen. Lord Timons mad: 

3 Sen, I feel't upon my bones. 

4 Sen, One day he gives us diamonds, next day 

ftones. [Exeunt. 



ACT IV/ S C E N E L 

WiihoiU the Walk of Athens. 
Enter TiMoif. 

LET me look back upon thee, O thoii Wall, 
That girdled in thofe wolves ! dive iti the eartfr. 
And fence not Athens ! Matrons, turn incontinent \ 
Obedience fail in children; flaves and fools 
Pluck the grave wrinkled Senate from the bench. 
And minifter in their fteads : To gbneral filths 
^Convert o'th' inftant, ^reen Virginity! 
Do't in your parents* eyes. Bankrupts, hold fall ; 
Rather than render back, out with your knives. 
And cut your trufters' throats. Bound fervants, fteal j 
Large^i^nded robbers your grave mailers are. 
And pill by law. .Maid, to thy maftefs bed; 
Thy miftrefs is o'th' brothel. Son of Cxteen, 
Pluck the lin'd crutch from thy old limping Gre, 
And with it beat his brains out ! Fear and Piety^ 
Religion to the Gods, peace, juflice, truth, 
Domeftic awe, night-reft, and neighbourhood, 
Inftruftion, manners, myfteries and trades. 
Degrees, obfervances, cufloms and laws,' 
Decline to your confounding contraries ! 
And yet Confufion live ! — Plagues, incident to naen. 
Your potent and infeflious fevers heap 
On Athens^ ripe for ftroke! Thou cold ^ciaticn^ 
Cripple our fenators, that jheir limbs maV halt 
As lamely as their manners. Lull axi^d Liberty 
Creep in the minds and marrows of our yoiith. 

That 
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That 'gainft the ftream of virtue they may ftrive, 
And drown themfelves in riot ! Itches, Blains, 
Sow all the Athenian bofomSv and their Crop 
Be general Leprofy-: breath in fe& breathy . 
That their fociety (as. their friendfliip) may 
Be merely poifoo.. Nothing^ Til bearfitom thee^ 
But nakednefs, thoa deteftable town f v 
Take thou that too; with multiplying banns r 
Timon will to the Woods^ where he ftali find 
Th' unkindeft beail much kinder than mankind. 
The Gods confound (hear me, ye good Gods all) 
Th' Athenians both within and out that ivall ; 
And grant, as Tinum grows^ his: hate may grow. 
To the whole Race o£ Mankind, high and low ! 

S C E N E II. 

Changes to Timon'j Houfe. 
■ Enter Flavius,' with two or three fervanfs*, 

I Ser. T TEAR you, good matter fteward, whereas 

Xn ' our toafter? 
Are we undone, caft off, nothing remaining ? 

Flav. Alack, my fellows, what fhould I fay to you? 
Let me be recorded by the righteous Gods, 
I am as poor as you. 

I Sen, Such a Koufe broke ! 
So noble a mafler fall'n ! all gone ! and not 
One friend to take his fortune by the arm. 
And go along with him? 

s Ser, As we do turn our backs 
From our companion, thrown into his grave. 
So his familiars from his buried fortunes 
Slink all away; leave their falfe vows with him, 
Like empty purfes pick'd: and his poor felf, 
A dedicated beggar to the air. 
With his difeafe of all-fliunnM poverty. 
Walks, like Contempt, alone. — More of our fellows. 

Enter 
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Enter other Jervants, 

Tlav0 All broken implemems of a roin'd boufe ! 
3 Str. Yet do our bearts wear Tmfin^s livery. 
That fee I by our faces ; >ve are feiiows ftill. 
Serving alike in forrow. Leak'dis our bark. 
And we poor mates, ftitod oitL ther dying deck. 
Hearing tlte furgea threat i we mufi all parfe , 
Into the /ea of air. • 

Flav. Good fellows all. 
The lateft of my wealth Til fhare amoa^ft yotu 
Wherc-ever we Ihall meet, for T'tstim's fake, 
Let'& yet be fellows : fliake onr heads, and fay, 
(As 'twere a knell unto our mafter's fortunes) 

. We have feen better days. Let each take fomer 
Nay, put out all your hands; not one word more. 
Thus part we rich in forrow^ parting poor. 

[He gives them money; they embrace^ and 
pariJeverAi wafs* 
Oh, the firft wretcbednefs that glory t>rings us ! 

.Who would not wiQi to be from weaUh ^eQi{^t,. 
Since riches point to mifcry and contempt ? 
Who'd be fo mock'd with glory, as to live 
But in a dream of friendfliip? 

To have his Pomp, and all what State compounds, 
But only painted, like his varnifli'd friends ! 
Poor honeft lord ! brought low by his own heart. 
Undone by goodnefs : ftrange unufual blood. 
When man's wo.rft fin is, he does too much good* 
Who then dares to be half fo kind again? 
For bounty^ that makes Gods, does ftill mar men* 
My deareft lord, bleft to be moft accurs'd. 
Rich only to be wretched ; thy gre^t fortunes 
Are made thy chief aflBiftions. Alas, kind lord I 
He's flung in rage from this ungrateful Seat 
Of monftrous friends; nor has he with him to 
Supply his life, or that which can command it: 
ril follow and enquire him put» 

I'll 
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rU ever ferve his mind with xny beft will ; '. 
Whilft I have gold,* Til he his Steward ftill. [Emi.- 

&-G.E:N:E IIL^ J- ■; 

Enter Timon. :- » 

Km* 1^ Bleffing-bre^diog- S.U.Q, ; draw from ther 

V>r earth 

Rotten hurAidi ty \ bel<?w thy fiftcrV drb . ; 

Infea the air. ^ Twino d brothers of fme woinb, ' 
Whofc procreation^ refidenc^, , and birth 
Scarce is dividant, touch with fev^ral fortunes; . 
The greater- (corns jh^ leJTer. Not ov'n nature, 
To wboYnall fofes lay fiege, can bear great fortuner 
But by contempt of nature^ 
Raife me this beggar^ and denudetbat lord. 
The fenatorlhall bear contempt hereditary, 
The beggar nativishoriourt :.. . ^ :- 

"It. is the Paftate laif4^^ the Weather's SdcSf. -. f 
The Want that mak^s bim learn .. Who dates, who 

;-;. -dafes^ ^ > M : v.-'i : 'j . . 

In purity of manhpod ftai^d; upright, . 
And fay, this man's a flatterer? if one be. 
So are they all, * for every greeze of fortune 
Is fmooth'd by. that bflow; The leaipned pate 
Ducks to the golden 'f6ol : All is oblique : 
There^s nothing level in pur curfcd natures^ 
But direft yillany. 'Then be abhorr'd. 
All feafts,* focieties, and throhgjs'of men! 

His Semblable, y^.a,. himfelf,t T'lmon difdains. • 

Deftra&ion phaog matikind! Eat^, yield me roots T 

[Digging the earths 
Who feeks for better, of thee, fauce his palate 
With thy inoii operaiit poifon !-*- — ^^What is bene? 

* For every §reeu of fortune.]- -Gretu ^F^Stcp or Degree. 

Mr. Fope, 

Gold? 
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Gold? yellow, glittering, precious gold ? • 

No, Gods, I am no idle votarift. 

Roots, you clear heav'ns ! thus much of this will make 

Black, white;, fakir, foul ; wrong, Vigbt; 

Bafe, noble; old, young; coward, valiant* 

You Gods ! whytWp'wbat this? you Gods I why, 

this 
Will lug your priefis and fervants from your fides : 
Pluck ftout men's pillows from below theirheads* 
This yellow flave • 

Will knit and break rcligiotis; blefs tb' accurs'd; 
Make the hoar leprofy ador'd; place thieves. 
And give them title, knee, and apprabation^ 
With fenators on^he biench : this is ir. 
That make% the waped widotv w^d again; 
She whomthe fpittle-houfe, and ulcerous fore* 
Would caft the gorge at, this embalms and fpices 
To th' April day again. Come, damned earth. 
Thou common whore of mankind, that putt'ft odds 
Among the rout of natidrts, I will make thee 
Do thy Tight naturae. -[March afar offl] Ha, a 

drum ?^ thouVt quick. 

But yet ril bury thee — — thoult go, (ffrong thief) 

When gouty keepei^s of thee cannot (land. 

Nay, ftay thou out for earned. [Keeping fome gold, 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Alcibiades with drum andffe in warlike man- 
ner^ and Phrynia and Timahdra. 

Ale. ^1f rHAT art thou there? fpeak. 

VV JVm. A beaft, as thou art. Cankers gnaw 
thy heart. 
For (hewing me again the eyes of man ! 

Ale, What is thy name? is man fo hateful to thee, 
That art thyfelf a man ? 

Tm. 



Tf'm. * I am Mifanthropos^ and ha(e.ibai>kind. ' 
For thy part, I do wifli thou wert a dog> 
That I mightilovc thee fomethmg. 

Ale, I know thee well : 
But in thy fortunes am unlearnfd, and flrange* - 

77m. I k/QOw thee tooti and more than that I know 
thee, 
I not deflre to know. Follow thy drum, . 
With man's blood paint the ground; guleS, gules ;^— 
Religious Canons^ civil Laws, are cjruel; T : 
Then what (houkl war be ? this fell whore of thine 
Hath in her more. deArudion than thy fword^ 
For all her cherubin look, 

Phrj. Thy lips. rot oflF! - 

Tim. I will not kifs thee, then the Rot returns 
1['o thine, own lips ^gaiii. < 

^/^...HovK came the ;:»oble Tirrnn to this change ? 

Tim- . As the mooa.d^lBs^ by. wanting, light! to give: 
But then renew J could hot, like the moon;. 
There wcr€ no funs to borrow of. 

Ate, Noble Timon^ what friendfhip may I do thee ? 

77m. None, but to maintain my Opinion* 

Ale. What is it, Timon f 

Tim. Promi£e me friendfliip, but perform none. If 
thou wilt not promife, fthe Gods plague thee, for thou 
art^ mao: if Ahou.doft perform, .confound thee, for 
thou art a man ! 

Ale. Tve heard ia. fome fort of thy mifeeijes. 

Tim. Thou faw^ft them when I had profperity. 

Ale. I fee them now, then was a bleffed time. 

77m. As. thine is now» ^beld with a brace of harlots. 

Timan. Is this th' Athenian minion, wbojtn the world 
VoicM fo regardfuUy ? / ' 

* la^ Jjlifanthropos,— ] MoHerc has Wrote a fine Comedy, cal- 
led from the ttcvo of the Piece, The Mifanthrope, which our Wyckerley 
has imitated, calling it, the fiaifhiga/er. Now, in faft, it hap- 
pens, th^t Molieris Mi/anikrope h but a PI»m^deaUr, and Wy€herief% 
rUin-dtuUrUdi^^BCayktihroJe.' ' Warhirton. 

Tim. 
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Timan. Yt). : '? . • !u ..» i ; . : 

Tim. Be a whoT<e ftUU- they love tbee not, that 
ufe thee : i • ' 

Give cbem difeafes, leaving with thee their luft : 
Mak<e life of thy fait hours, feafon the fiavesi 
For tubs and baths, bring down the rofe-cheekM youth 
To th' Tub-fftft, and the diet. 

Timan, Haiyg thee, *jonfter! • 

Ale. Pardon him, fweet Timandra^ for his wia 
Are drown'd and loft in his calamities. '' 
I have but littl^ gold oF lat€, brave Tmotii, 
The want whereof doth daily make revolt 
In my penurious band. I hearVl and .grievM, 
How curfed il/A^itJ, mindlefs of thy worthy 
Forgetting thy great deeds, -^hen neighbour- dates, 
But for thy fword and fbrtdne, tiiod u{>i>xir theni-^-«— 
• . Tcmv I pi:'ythee beat thy driim, and get thee ^one. 

Ale. I -am thy friend^ and i^y>thSee/ dear Ttmon. 

Tim. How doft thou pity hiikif who<m thou dofi 
trouble? 
Tad rather be alone. 

AU. Why, fare thee well, 
Here's goldibr thee. 

Tim. Keep it, I cannot eat it. ; 

Ale. When I have laidprond Athens on a heap — 

Jim. Warr'ft thou 'gainftiifA^nj? 

Ale. Ay, Timmy ahd havecaufci ► ' " i 

Tim. The Gods confound them all then in thy 
Gonqueft, - ^ 

And, after. Thee, when thou haft conquered ! 
i Aie^ Why me, timanJ^ » 

Tim. That by killing of villains • : w 
Thou waft born to conquer my Gountry. 
Put up thy gold. Go on, heri.*^ gold, gp bn ; 
Be as a planetary plague, yihtn'Jove 
Will o'er fome high-vic'd city hang his poifon 
/In the fick air : Let not thy fword ikip' one. 

Pity 
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Pity not hbno\iKd ige for his white beard/ ' i 

He is an ufurer.' Strike^Vhe the matron, 

It is hcT habit only that is honeft, 

Herfeirs a bawd.' Let hot the virgin's cheek 

Make foft thy trenchant fword ; for thofe milk-paps. 

That through the window-lawn bore at itien'^s eyes. 

Are not within the leaf of pity writ ; 

Set them down horrible traitor^. Spaie not: the babe, 

Whofe dimpled fmilcs from 'fools /extort thiir 

* mercy ; ;! . i • . •. 

Think it a baflard^ whom the oracle^ " 

Hath doubtfully pronoutic'd thy throat fliall cut, 
And mince it fans remorfe. Sweat againft objcSs, 
Put armour on thine ears, and on' thi he eyes ; 
Whofe proof, nor )rells of mothers, mafd«, norbabe$. 
Nor fight of prieft;in holy vefttnentls bfeediiig, ' 
Shall ^ierci af jot. There's'gbid to pay thy foldiers. 
Make large confufion ; and, thy «rjr f^tnt, ' 
Confoundcid be- thyfelf ! (peak not, be gone. 

Ale. Haft fhoii gold yet? 
rU take the gold thou giVft me, not thy counfel. 

Tim: Doft thou, of dofr thou not, Hcav'n's curfe 
. upon thee 1 
• Both. Give us fome gold, good Tttnon : haft thou 
more? 

Tim. Endiigb to make a whorc forfwear her trade. 
And to make whole a bawd. Hold up, you fluts^ 
Your aprons "mountant; you're not othable.. 
Although, I know, you II fwear ; terribly fwear 
Into ftrong ftiudders, and to heav'nly agues,. 
Th' immortal Gods that hear you. Spare your oaths : 
rU truft to your conditibns, be whores Itiil; * > 
And he whofe pious breath feeks. id convert^'you, ^ ' 
Be ftrong in whore, allure* him, burn blm up, • ' - 
Let youpclofe fire predominate his fcboke,; ' ^ 
And be no turn-coats: yet may your pains fix 

months 
B* quite contrary. 'Make falfe hair, and thatch 

Your 
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Your poor thin roofs with burdens of the dead, 

(Some that were.hang'd, no matter : ) 

Wear them, betray with them ; and whore on flill: 
Paint Hill a horfe ma.y mire upon your face ; 
A pox of wrinkles ! 

Both, Weil, more gold what then ? 

Believe, that we'll do any thing for gold. 

Tim. Conjbimptions fow . 
In hollow bones of man, lirike their iharp fliins. 
And mar men^s fpurring. Crack the lawyer's voice, 
That he may nev£T more falCe Title plead. 
Nor found his quilkts fiiriliy. Hoar ^he FUtmcTit 
That fcolds againft the quality of flefii. 
And not believes .himfelf. Down. with thfi noCe, . 
Down with it flat; tabe the bridge quite. away 
Of him, tbi^t.his particular, to forefendi 
Smells from tlue jgqn'ral virealv Make curFd-patc 

rufitiaos bald, . , 
And let the unXcarrM braggarts of the war 
Derive fome pain from you. Plaguy all v 
That your adivity may defeat, and quell 
The fource of all eredion. — There's more gald. 
Do you damn others, and let this damn you. 
And ditches grave you all I . . [Timon* 

Both, More counfel with more money, bounteous 
7tm. More whore, more mifchief, firft ;, I've given 

you earnefl. 
Ale. otrike upxhe drum toyi id^ Athens \ farewei, 
Timon : 
If I thrive well, .Fll vifit thee again. 

Tim. Ifl hope well. Til never fee thee more« 
Ale. I never did thee harm. 
Tim. Ves,- thou Ipok'ft well of me« 
Ale. Cairftihou that barm ? 
Tim^ Men daily finid it. Get thee hence, away. 
And take thy beagles with thee. 
Ak, We but offend him : ftrike. 

[Eseunt Alcibiad. Phryn. and Timand, 

SCENE 
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SCENE V. 

y'iTTi-'TpH AT nature being fick of man's unkind- 

Should yet be hungry ! Common mother, thou 
Whofe womb unmeafurable, and infinite breaft 
Teems, and feeds all; oh thou! whofe felf-fame 

mettle 
(Whereof thy proud child, arrogant man, is puft) 
Engenders the black toad, and adder blue, 
The gilded newt, and eyelefs venom'd worm ; 
With all th' abhorred births below cript heav^n^ 
W^hereon Hyperions quickning fire doth fhine ; 
Yield him, who all thy human fons does hate. 
From forth thy plenteous bofom, one pqor root! 
Enfear thy fertile and conceptions womb ; 
* Let it no more bring out to ingrateful man. 
Go great with tygers, dragons, wolves and bears. 
Teem with new monfters, whom thy upward-face 
Hath to the marbled manfion all above 

Never prefent^d O, a root dear thanks? 

Dry up thy harrow'd veins, and plough-torn leas. 
Whereof in grateful man with liquVKh draughts 
And morfels undious, greafes his pure mind, 
That from it all confideration flips. 

S C E N E VI. 

Enter Apemantus. 

More man? plague! plague! 

Apetn, I was dire&ed hither. Men report. 
Thou dofl afied my manners, and doll ufe them. 

• Lit it no moTi bring out ingrateful Man.] This is an abfurd 
Reading. Shakefptar Wrote, 

— — ^ bring out to ingraUful Man^ 
f . e. Fruits for hit Suftincnce and Support) but let it rather teem 
with Monftcrs to hii DcftrudtoQ. 

Vol. VII. I rm. 
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Tim, 'Tis then, becaufe thou doft not keep a dog 
"Whom I would imitate ; coiiftimption catch thee I 

Apem, This is in thee a nature but affeded, 
A poor unmanly melancholy, fprung 
From change of fortune. Why ,this fpade? this 

place ? 
This flave-like habit, and thefc looks of care ? 
Thy flatterers yet wear Glk, drink wine, lie fo-ft; 
Hug their difeas'd perfumes, and have forgot 
That ever Timon was. Shame not tbefe weeds. 
By putting on the cunning of a carper. 
Be thou a flatterer now, and feek to thrive 
By that which has undone thee, hinge thy knee, 
And let his very breath, whom thou'lt obfcrve. 
Blow off thy cap; praif<^ his moft vicious ftrain. 
And call it excellent. Thou waft told thas : 
Thou gav'ft thine ears, like tapfl^rs, that bid welcome 
To knives, and all approachers : 'Tismoftjiift ' 
That thou turn rafcal: hadft thoa wealth a^ain, 
Rafcals ihould have't. Do not aflume my Tikenefs. 
Tim, Were I like thee, Td throw away myfelf. 
Ap'em. Thon'ft caft away ' thyfidf, being like thy- 
'' felf, ' . 
So long a mad-mati, now a fool. What, think^ft thou, 
That the bleak air, thy boifterouS chamberlain. 
Will put thy Qiifton warm? willtbcCe mofs'd trees, 
That have out Uv'd the eagle, page thy heels. 
And Ikip when thou point' ft out? will the cold 

brook, ... 

Candied with ice, cawdle thy morning tafte 
To cure thy o'er-night's furfeit? Call the creatures, 
Whofe naked natures live in Wl the fpight • 
Of wreakful heav'n, whofe bare tinhoufed trniiks^ 
To the confliding elements exposM, 
Anfwer mere nature ; bid them flatter thee ; 

Oh ! thou ftialt find- 

Tim. A fool of thee ; depart. 

Apem. I love thee better now, than e'er I did. 
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Thn, I bate thee worfe. 

Apem.. Why? 

Tim. Thou flatt'reft mifery. ' 

Apem, rflatternot; but fay, thou art acaytifF. ' 

Tim. Why doft thou feek mc out ? 

Apem. To vex thee. 

Tim, Always a villain's office, «t a foors, 
Doft pleafe thyfelf in t ? 

Apem. Ay. ' ' 

Tim. What a knave thou \ 

Apem. -If thdu didft put this four cold teibit oa ' 
To cafligate thy pride^ 'twere well; but thou 
Doft it enforcedly : 'thou'dft Courtier be^ - • 
Wert thou not beggar. ' Willing mifery 
Outlives incertain pompv^^s crownd before : v 
The one is £lling ftill, never complete ; 
The other, at high wilb^: Bt& ^ftati^s^ ^ohtentlefs^ 
Have a dtftraded aifd moft'Mri-etched beihg V 
Worfe thati thA woi-ft, confem. 
Thou Ihouldfl defive to die, being miferable. * 

Tim, Not by his breath, that is indie'iniferaMefc- 
Thou art a flave, whom fortune's tender 'arm 
With fatOXlf nev^r dufpt 5 bat bred a' dbg. 
Hadft thoQ, like us, from ourfirft (Wath proceieded 
Through fweet degrees that this brief world affords. 
To fuch las may the paffive drugs oPit : 
Freely command ; thou wouidft have plung'd thy- 
felf ••' -.' ^ •• >^ "■' 
In general riot, melted down thy youth 
In different beds of luft, and never learn' d 
Tlie icy precepts of refped, but followed 
The fugar'd game before thee. But myfelf, 
Who had th^ worid as my coiifeftionary, ' 
The mouths, the tongues, th«e eyes, the hearts of 

men 
TAt duty, more than I could frame employments-; 
That numherlefs upon me ftuck, as leaves 
Do on the oak ; have with one winter's brufii 

I s Fall'a 
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FalFn from thetr boughs, aod left zne open, bare 
For every fiorm that blows. I to bear this. 
That never knew but better, is feme burden. 
Thy nature did commence in fuff Vance, time 
Hath made thee hard in't. Why ihouldft thou hate 

men ? 
They never flatterM thee. What haft thou given ? 
If thou wilt curfe, thy father,' that poor rag, 
Muft be thy fubjeS ; who in fpight put ftuff 
To fome (he-beggar, and compounded thee 

Poor rogue hereditary. Hence I be gone 

If thou liadft not been born the worft of men. 
Thou hadft been knave and flatterer* 

Apem* Art thou proud yet? 

Tim. Ay, that I am not thee. 

Apem. I, that I was no prodigal. 

Tim. I, that J am one now* 
Were all the wealth 1 have, (hutup in thee, 
I*d give thee leave to hang it. . Get thee goae«-« 
That the whole life 4^i Athens wer« in this I 
Thus wl>uld I eat it. [Eaiing a root. 

Apem. Here, I will mead thy feafi. 

Jim. Firft mend my company, take away thyfelf. 

Apim. So I fliall meiid my own, by th' lack of 
thine. ; 

Tim. Tis not well mended fo, it is but betcbt; 
If not, I would it were. 

Apem, What would'ft thou have to Athens? 

Tim. Thee thither in a whirlwind ; if thou wilt. 
Tell them there, I have gold ; look, fo I have. 

Apem. Here is no ufe for gold. 

Tim. The beft and Uueft ; 
For here it deeps, and does no hired harm. 

Apemj. Where ly^& o'nights, Timo^ f 

Tim. Under that's above roe. 
Where feed'ft thou o'days, ApemarUus ? 

Apem. Where my ftomach finds meat ; or rather, 
where I eat it. 

Tim. 
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.tVm. 'Would poifan were obedient, and knew my 
mind I 

Apem. Where would'ft thou fend it? 

Tim, To fauce thy difhes. 

Apem. The middle of humanity thou never kncweft, 
but the extiemity of both ends. When thou waft in 
ihy gilt, and thy perfume, they mockt thee for too 
much curiofity; in thy rags thou knoweft none, but 
art defpis'd for the contrary. There's a medlar for 
thee, eat it. 

Tim. On what I hate I feed not. 

Apem. Doft hate a medlar ? 

Tim, Ay, though it look like th^e. 

Apem, An th' had ft hated medlers fooner, thou 
ihould'ft have loved thyfclf better now. What man 
didfi thou ever know unthrift, that was beloved after 
his means ? 

Tim, Who, without thofe means thou talk'ftof, 
didft thou ever know beloved? 

Apem. Myfelf. 

Tim. . I underftand thee, thou badft fome means to 
keep a dog. 

Apem. What things in the world canft thou neareft 
compare to thy flatterers ? 

Tim. Women neareft ; but men, men, are the things 
themfelves. What wouldft thou do with the world, 
Apemanlus^ if it lay in thy power ? 

Apem. Give it the beafts, to be rid of tbe men. 

Tim. Wouldft thou have thyfelf fall in tbeconfufion 
of men, or remain a beaft with the beafts ? 

Apem. Ay, Timon. 

Tim, .A beaftly ambition, which the Gods grant 
thee to attain to! If tboil wert a lion, the fox 
would beguile thee; if thou wert a lamb, tbe fox 
would eat thee ; if thou wert the fox, the lion would 
fufped thee, when, peradventure, thou wert accused 
by the afs; if thou wert the afs, thy dulnefs would 
torment thee ; and fiill thou liv'dft but as a break- 
I 3 faft 
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faft to the wolf. If thou wert the wolf, thy grce- 
dinefs would afflid thee; and oft thou fhonldiir 
hazard thy life for thy dinner. Wert thou the uni- 
corn, pride and wrath would confound thee, and 
make thine own fcif the conqueft of thy fury. Wert 
thou a bear, thou wouldft be kiWd by the horfe; 
wert thou a horfe, thou wouldft be leiz'd by the 
leopard *, wert thou a leopard^ thou wert german to 
the lion, and the fpots of thy kindred were jurors 
on thy life. All thy fafety were remotion, and 
thy defence abfence. What beaft couldft thou be, 
that were not fubjed to a beaft? and what a beaft 
art thou already, ^nd feeft not thy tofi in transfor* 
mat ion ! 

Apem, K thou couldft pleafe roe with fpeaking 
«o me, thou might'flhave hit upon it here. The 
Commonwealth of Athens is become a foreft of beafis. 
' Tim. How has the afs broke the wall, that thou 
art out of the City? 

Apem. Yonder comes a Poet, and a Painter* The 
Plague of Company light upon thee! I will ftsar to 
catch it, and sive way. When I know not what elfe 
to do^ rU fee thee again. 

Tim. When there is nothing living but thee, thou 
fhalt be welcome. 
I had rather be a Beggar's dog, than Apemantus, 

Apem. Thou art the cap of all the fools alive. 

Tim. Wduld, thou wericleaa enough to fpit upon. 
A plague on thee ! 

Apem. Thou art t6o bad to turfe. 

Tim. All villains, that do ftand by thee, are pure. 

Apem. There is no lepfofy but what thou fpeak^ft. 

Tim. If I name thee,-— rU beat thee; but I feould 
inffeft my hands. ^ 

- '"Apem. I would my Hongue could ro^them off! 

- "Tim. Away, thou iflu'e'of a ma)lgy'dog ! 
G4»6ier does kill me, thit- thou art vAh/e : • 
Ifwbort tdfee thee./'' 

Apem. 
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Apifn. 'Would, thou wouldft burft ! 
Tim. Away, thou tedious rogue» I am forry I fhall 
lofe a ftone by thee. 

Apem. Beafti 

Tim. Slave! 

Apem. Toad ! 

Tini. Rog^ue ! rogue ! rogue I , > 

[Apem. retreats backward^ as going. 
I am (ick of this falfe world, and will love nought 
But ev'n the mere neceOities upon it. 
Then, Timon, prefently prepare thy grave ? 
Lie where the light foam of the fea may beat 
Thy grave>ilone daily; make thine epitaph; 
That death in me at other's lives may laugh. 
O thau fweet king-killer, and dear divorce 

[Looking on the gold* 
^wjxt natural fon and fire ! thou bright defiler 
Of Hymen's pureft bed I thou valiant Mars I 
Thou ever young, frefli, lov'd, and delicate wooer, 
Whofe blum doth thaw the confecrated fnow. 
That lies on Dians lap ! thou viiible God, 
That fouldreft clofe impoffibilities, 
And mak'ft ' them kifs ! that fpeak'ft with every 

tongue, 
To every purpofe ! Oh, thou Touch of hearts f 
Think, thy flave man rebels; and by thy virtue 
Set them into confounding odds, that beafis 
May have the world in empire. 

Apem. 'Would 'twere fo. 
But not 'till I am dead ! I'll fay, thou hail goldr 
Thou wilt be throng'd to Ihortly. 

Tim. Throng'd to ? 

Apem. Ay. 

Tim. Thy back, I pr'ythce. 

Apem. Live, and love thy mifery ! 

Tim. Long live fo, and fo die ! I am quit. 

Apem. More things like men Eat, Timon^ and 

abhor them. [Exit Apem. 

SCENE 
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SCENE VII. 

Enter Thieves, 

I rif£/:x IC rHERE fliouldhe have this gold? «i» 

V V fome poor fragment, fome flender ort 

of his remainder : the mere want of gold, and the 

falling off of friends, drove him into this melancholy. 

9 Thief, It is nois'd, he hath a mafs of treafure. 

3 Thief, Let ns make the affay upon him; if he 
care not for^t, he will fupply us eafily r if lie covc- 
toully referve it, how {hall's get it ? 

s Thief, True; for he bears it not about himt 
'tis hid. 

I Thief. Is not this he ? 

AIL Where? 

8 Tkief 'Tis his defcription,. 

3 Thief. He ; I know him* 

All, Save thee, Timon, 

Tim. Now, thieves. 

All, Soldiers; not thieves. 

Tim. Both too, and women's fons/ 

All, We are not thieves, but men that much do 
want. 

Tim, Your greateft want is, you want much of 
meet. 
Why fliould you want? behold, the earth hath roots; 
Within this mile break forth an hundred fprings; 
The oaks bear mafts, the briars fcariet hips : 
The bounteous hufwife nature on each bufh 
Lays her full mefs before you. Want? why want? 

I Thief. We cannot live on grafs, on berries, water, 
As beafis, and birds, and fifhes. 

Tim, Nor on the beafts ihemfelves, the birds and 
fifhes ; 
You muft eat men. Yet thanks I muft you con, 
Tht you are thieVes profeft: that you work not 
In holier fliapes ; for there is boundlefs theft 

In 
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In limited profeflions. Rafcals, thieves^ 

Here's gold. Go, fuck the fubtlc blood o'th' grape, 

Till the high fever feeth your' blood to froth. 

And fo Tcape hanging. Truft not the phyfician, 

His antidotes are poifon, and he flays 

More than you rob, takes wealth and life together. 

Do villany, do, fince you profcfs to do't. 

Like workmen ; TU example you with thievery. 

The Sun's a thief, and with his great attradion • 

Robs the vaft Sea. The Moon's an arrant thief, 

And her pale fire (he fnatches from the Siin. 

* The Sea's a thief, whofe liquid furge refolves 

The Mounds into fait tears. The eartb^s a thief, 

That feeds and breeds by a compofture AoU'n 

From gen'ral excrements : each thing's a thief. 

The laws, your curb and whip, in their rough power 

Have uncheck'd theft. Love not yoqrfclves, away, 

Rob one another, there'^s more gold ; cut throats ; 

All that you meet are thieves : to Athens go. 

Break open fiiops, for nothing can you fteal 

But thieves do lofe it : fteal not lefs for what 

I give, and gold confound you howfoever ! Amen. 

3 Thief. H'as almoft charm'd me from my profef- 
&on, by perfuading me to it. 

I Thiej. 'Tis in the malice of mankind, that he 
thus advifes us, not to have us thrive in ourmyftery. 

8 Tfuef. ril believe him as an enemy ; and give over 
niy trade. 

* The Seas a thief ^ whfe Hfuid/urge refolves 

The Moon into fall iVarj.— ] The Sea inclring the Moon Into Tears, 
is, I Bklievc, a Secret in Phtlofophy, which no body but Shake/pear i 
deep Editors ever dream'd of. There is another.Opinion, which 'tU 
more reafouable to believe that our Author may allude to ; tr/z. 
tha( the Saltnefs of the Sea is caufcd by feveral Ranges, •r Mounds 
of Rock'falt under Water, with' which refolving Liquid the Sea was 
impregnated. This I think a fufficient Authority for changing 
Moon into MoinuU. Warburton, 

I 5 1 nief. 
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I Thief. * Let us fitft fee peace in Atbins. 
9 Thief. There is no time fo miferable, but a man 
may be true. [Exeunt. 
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The Woods, and Timon i Cosuc. 
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Enter Flavius. 

Flavius. 

HVyftuGdds! • — 

^^ Is yon defpisM and ruinous roan my lord? 
Full of decay and failing ? ohv monument 
And wonder of good deeds, evilly beftow'd I 
What change of humour defp'rate want has made ? 
Wh&t Viler thing upon the earth, than friends. 
Who can bring nobleft minds to bafeft ends ? 
How rarely does it meet with this time's guife. 
When man was will'd to love his enemies : 
Grant, I may ever love, and rather too, 
Thofe that would mifchief me, than thofe that woof 
H'as caught me in his eye, I will prefent 
My honeft s^rief to him; and, as my lord. 
Still ferve him with my life. My deareft maftcr ! 

Timon comes forward from his Cave. • 

- Tine. Away ! what art thou ? 

Flav. Have you forgot me Sir? 

Tim. Why doft thou alk That ? I have forgot all 
men. 
Then, if thou granted, that thou art a paap, 
1 have forgot thee. 

^Let uififfijeefeace w Athens, &c.l This and the concluding 
little Speech have in all the Editions been placed to one Speaker : 
But *tis Evident, the latter Words ought to be putia the Mouth of 
^tfecend Thic/, who is repenting, and leaving off his Trade. 

Eav. 
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ftav. An honeft fervant, — '■ — 

Tim. Then I know thee not : 
I ne^er had an honeft man about me, all 
I kept were knaves, to ferve in meat to villains*- 

Fiav. The Gods are witnefs, 
Ne'er did poor fteward wear a truer grief 
For his undone lord, than mine eyes for you, 

Tim, What, doft ihtfu weep ? come nearer, then I 
love thee, 
Becaufe thou art a woman, and difclaim'ft 
Flinty mankind ; whofe eyes do never give 
But or through luft, or laughter. Pity's fleeping ; 
Strange times, that weep with laughing, not witli 
weeping ! 

Flav. I beg of you to know me, good my lord^ 
Xacccpt my grief, and, whilft this poor wealth lafift 
To entertain me as your fteward ftill. 

Tim, Hid I a fteward 
So true, fo juft, and now fo comfortable? 
Tt almoft turns my dangerous nature mild. 
Let me behold thy face : furely, this man 
Was born of woman. 

Forgive my general and exceptlefs raftmefs, 
Perpetual, fober Gods ! I do proclaim 
One honeft man : miftake me not, but one r 
No more, I pray ; and he's a fteward. 
How fain would I have hated all mankind. 
And thou redeem'ft thyfelf : but all, fave thee, 
I fell with curfes. 

Methinks, thou art more honeft now, than wife ; 
For, by opprefling and betraying me. 
Thou might'ft have fooner got another fervice : 
For many fo arrive at feciond mafters. 
Upon their firft lord's neck. But tell me true, 
(For I muft ever doubt, though ne'er fo fure) 
Is not thy kindnefs fubtle, covetous, 
A ufuring kindnefs, as rich men deal gifts, 
Expefting in return twenty for one ? 

16 Fiav^ 
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Flav, No, my moft worthy mafter, (in whofc breaft 
Doubt and SufpeA, alas, are plac'd too late,) 
You (hould have fear'd falfe times, when you did 

feaft; 
SufpeA flill comes, where an eftate is leaft. 
That which I fhew, hcav'n knows, is merely love. 
Duty, and Zeal, to your unmatched mind. 
Care of your food and living: and, believe it, 
For any benefit that points to me 
Either in hope, or prefent, Fd exchange 
For this one wi(b, that you had power and wealth 
To requite me by making rich yourfelf. 

Tim, Look thee, 'tis fo ; thou fingly honeft man, 
Here, take; the Gods out of my mifery 
Have fen t thee treafure. Go, live rich and happy: 
But thus conditioned ; Thou (halt build from men : 
Hate all, curfe all, ihew charity to none ; 
But let the famiflit ilefli Aide from the bone. 
Ere thou relieve the beggar. Give to dogs 
What thou deny'ft to men. Let prifons fwaUow 'em. 
Debts wither 'em ; be men like blafled woods. 
And may difeafes lick up their falfe bloods! 
And fo farewel, and thrive. 

Flav, O, let me flay, and comfort you, my maflen 

Tim, If thou hat'ft curfes. 
Stay not, but fly, whilft thou art bleft and free; 
Ne'er fee thou man, and let me ne'er fee thee, 

[Exeunt feverallj. 

SCENE II. 

Enter Poet and Fainter. 

Pain. A S ^ took note of the place, it can't be far 
-ljL where he abides. 
Poet. What's to be thought of him? does the ru- 
mouY hold for true, that he's fo full of gold? 
- Pain. Certain.. AUibiades reports it: Phrjnia and 
Timandra had gold of him ; he likewife cnrich'd poor 

flragling 
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ftragling foldiers with great quantity. Tis faid, he' 
gave his Reward a mighty fum. 

FoiL Then this breaking of his has been but a trial 
of his friends? 

Fain. Nothing elfe: you {hall fee him a palm in 
Athens again, and flourifh with the higheft. There- 
fore, 'tis not amifs, we tender our loves to him, in 
this fuppos'd diflrefs' of his : it will fhew honefily 
in us, and is very likely to load our purpofes with 
what they travel for, if it be a juft and true report 
that goes of his Having. 

Foet. What have you now to prefent unto him ? 

Fain. Nothing at this time but my vi(ita(ion : only 
I will promife him an excellent piece. 

'Foet. I mud ferve him fo too ; tell him of an intent 
that'^s coming toward him. 

Fain. Good as the beft : Promifing is the very air 
o'lh'time; it opens the eyes of expcdation. Per- 
formance is ever the duller for his a&, and, but in 
the plainer and fimpler kind of people, the deed 
is quite out of ufe. To promife, is moft courtly, 
and fafliionable ; performance is a kind of will or 
teftament, which argues a great ficknefs in his judg- 
ment that makes it. 

Re-enter Timon from his Cave^ urifeen. 

Tim. Excellent workman ! thou canft not paint a 
man fo bad as thyfelf. 

Foet. I am thinking, what I {hall fay I have pro- 
vided for him: it muil be a perfonating of himfelf ; 
a fatyr againft the foftnefs of profperity, with a dif- 
covery of the infinite flatteries that follow youth and 
opulency. 

Tim. MuH you needs {land for a villain in thine 
own work ? wilt thou whip thine own faults in other 
men ? do fo, I have gold for thee. 

Foet. Nay, let^s feek him. 
Then do we fin again{l our o\vn efiate, 

When 
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When we may profit mect^ and come too late. 

Pain. True. 

Poet. While the day ferves, before black-cornerM 
night. 
Find what thou want'ft, by free and offered light*. 
Come. 

Tim. ril meet you at the turn 

What a God's gold, that he is w^orihipped 

In bafer temples, than where Swine do feed ! 

^Tis thon that rigg'ft the bark, andplow'ft th^ foam^ 

Settleft admired reverence in a Have ^ 

To thee be worlhip, and thy faints for aye 

Be crown'd with plagues, that thee alone obey ! 

'Tis fit I meet them. 

: Poei. Hail i worthy Timon. 

Pain. Our late noble mafter." 

Tim. Have I once liv'd to fee two honed men? 
• Poet. Sir, having often of your bounty tafted. 
Hearing you were retird, yonr friends fall'n off, 
Whofe thanklefs natures, (oh abhorred fpirits!) 

Not all the whips of heav'n are large enough 

What! to you! 

Whofe ftar-like noblenefs gave life and influence 
To their whole being! I am rapt, and cannot 
Cover the monftrous bulk of this ingratitude 
With any fize of words. 

Tim. Let it go naked, men may fee't the better: 
You that are honeft, by being what you are. 
Make them beft feen and known. 

Pain. He, and myfelf, 
Have traveird in the great flipwer of your gifts. 
And fweetly felt k. 

Tim. Ay, you're honeft men. 

Pain. We're hither come to offer you our fervice. 

Tim. Moft honeft men ! why, how (hall I requite 
you ? 
Can you eat roots, and drink cold water? no. 

Both. What we can do^ we'll do, to do you fervico. 

Tim. 
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* l/im. Y'are honcft men; youVe heard, that I have 

gold; 
rm fure, you have; fpeak truth, y' are honcft men. 

Fain, So it ift faid, iny noble lord, but therefore 
Came not my friend^ nor I. 

' Tim. Good honeft man ; thou draw^ft a counterfeit 
Beft in all Athens \ thou'rt, indeed, the bcft; 
Thou counterfeit's moft lively. 

Fain. So, fo, my lord. 

Tim. E'en fo, -Sir, as I Cay — And for thy fiftion. 
Why, thy verfe fwells with fluff fo fine and fmooth^ 
That thou art even natiiral in ihine art. 
But for all this, my honeft-natur'd friends, 
. I muft needs fay, you have a little fault; 
Marry, not monflrous in you; neither ^vilh I, 
You take much pains to mend. 

Both. Befeech your Honour- 
To make it known to us. 

Tim. You'll take it ill. 

lUith. Moft thankfully, my lord, 

Tim. Will you, indeed? 

Both. Doubt it not, worthy lord. 

Tim. There's ne'er a one of you but trufts aknave. 
That mightily deceives you. 

Both. Do we, my lord ? 

Tim. Ay, and you hear bimcogg, fee him diilemble. 
Know his grofs Patchcry, love him, and feed him ? 
Keep in yourbofom, yet remain aflur'd. 
That he's a made-up villain. 

Fain. I know none fuch, my lord. 
• Foet. Nor I. 

Tim. Lck)k you, I love you well, I'll give you gold. 
Rid me ihcfe villains from your companies; 
Hang them, or ftab them, drown them in a draught, 
Confound them by fome curfe, and come to me, 
I'll give you gold enough. 

Both, Name them, my lord, let's know them. 

Tim. 



"■*i^ 



184 TiMON ^Athens. 

Tim. You that way, and you this ; — But two in 

company 

Each roan apart, all fingle and alone. 
Yet an arch villain keeps him company. 
If where thou art, two villains (hall not be. 

[To the Painier. 
Come not near him. — If thou wouldd not re&de 

[To the Poet. 
But where one villain is, then him abandon. 
)ience, pack, there's gold ; ye came for gold, ye 

flaves ; 
You have work for me; there's your payment, hence! 
You are an Alchymift, make gold of that: 
Out, rafcal dogs ! [Beatings and driving "em out. 

SCENE III. 

Enter Flavius arul two Senators, 
Tlav. TT is in vain that you would fpeak with Timon: 

X For he is fet fo only to himfelf. 
That nothing but himfel£» which looks like man. 
Is friendly with hira. 

1 Sen, Bring us to his Cave. 
It is our part and promife to th' Athenians 
To, fpeak with Timon. 

s Sen. At all times alike 
Men are not ftill the fame; 'twas time and griefs 
That fram'd him thus. Time, with his fairer hand 
Offering the fortunes of his former days. 
The former man may make him ; bring us to him. 
And chance it«as it may. 

Flav. Here -is his Gave : 
Peace and Content be here, lord Timon! Timon I 
Look out, and fpeak to friends, th' Athenians 
By two of their moft reverend fenate greet thee; 
Speak to them, noble Timon. 

Enter Timon out of his Cave. 

Tim. Thou Sun, that comfon'ft, burn I 

Speak, 
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Speak, and be hang'd ; 
For each true word a bliilcF, and each falfe 
Be cauterizing to the root o^th' tongue, 
Confuming it with fpeaking t 

1 Sen. Worthy Timon^ 

Tim. — Of none but fuch as you, and youofTlfwwn, 

2 Sen, The fenators of Athens greet thee, Timon: 
Tim. I thank them. And would fend them back th« 

plague. 
Could I but catch it for them. 

1 Sen. O, forget 

What we are forry for ourfelves, in thee: 
The Senators, with one confent of love, 
Intreat thee back to Athens; who have thought 
On fpecial dignities, which vacant lie 
For thy beft ufe and wearing. 

2 Sen. They confefs 

Tow'rd thee forgetful nefs, too general, grofs ; 

Which now the public body, (which doth feldom 

Play the recanter) feeling in itfelf 

A lack ofTimons aid, hath fenfe withal 

Of itarown Fall, reilraining aid to Timon; 

And fends forth us to make their forrowed Tender, 

Together with a recom pence more fruitful 

Than their offence can weigh down by the dram ;, 

Ay, ev'n fuch heaps and fums of love and wealth, 

As (hall to thee blot out what wrongs were theirs ; 

And write in thee the figures of their love. 

Ever to read them thine. 

77m. You witch me in it. 
Surprize me to the very brink of tears : 
Lend me a fooFs heart, and a woman^s eyes. 
And I'll beweep thefe comforts, worthy fenators. 

I Se7i. Therefore fo pleafe thee to return with us. 
And of our Athens^ thine and ours, to take 
The Captainfhip: thou (halt be met with thanks, 
Hallow'd with abfolute power, and thy good name 
Live with authority: foon we Ihall drive back 

Of 



i8G TiMON (t/'Athens. 

Of Alcibiades th' approaches wild. 

Who, like a boar too favage, doth root up 

His country's peace. 

2 Sen, And (hakes his threatning fword 
Againft the walls o( Athens, 
' 1 Sen, Therefore, Timon 

77m. Well, Sir, I will; therefore I will. Sir; 

thus 

If Alcibiades kill my countrymen, 

Let Alcibiades know this of Tzwwn, 

That Timon cares not. If he fack fair Athens,, 

And take our goodly aged men by th' beards. 

Giving our holy virgins to the (lain 

OF contumelious, beaftly, mad brain'd war; 

Then let him know, — and tell him^ Timon fpcaks itji 

In pity of our aged, and our youth,' 

I cannot chufe but tell him, that I care not. 

And let him take't at worfi ; for their knives care not 

While you have throats to aniWcr. For myfelf, 

There's not a whittle in th'. unruly camp^ 

But I do prize it at my love, before 

The reverend'ft throat in Athene. So Heave you 

To the proteflion of the profp'rous Gods, 

As thieves to keepers. 

Flav, Stay not, all's in vain. 

Tim. Why,! was writing, of my epitaph, 
Ic will be fccn to-morrow. My long ficknefs 
Of health and living now begins to mend. 
And nothing brings me all things. Go, live fiill ; 
Be Alcibiades your plague ? you his ; 
And laft fo long enough ! 

I Sen, We fpeak in vain. 

Tim, But yet I love my Country, and am not 
.One that rejoices in the common wreck. 
As common Bruit doth put it. 

I Sen, That's well fpoke. 
' . Tim, Commend me to my loving countrymen. 

X Sen. Thefe words become your lips, as tfaey paCs 
thro' them. s Sen. 
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t Sen. And enter in our ears, like great triumphers 
I In •their applauding gates. 

Tim. Commend me to them. 
And tell them, that to eafe'them of their griefs, 
Their fears of hoftile ftrokes, their aches, lofTes^ 
Their pangs'of love, with other incident Throes, 
That nature's fragile veflcl doth fuftaiti 
In life's uncertain voyage, I will do 
Some kindnefs to them, teach them to prevent 
Wild Alcihiades' wrath. 

2 Sen. I like this well, be will return again. 

77m. I have a Tree, which grows here in my Clofci 
That mine own ufe invites me to cut down, 
And fhonly tnuft I fell it. Tell my friends. 
Tell Athens^ in the frequence of degree, 
From high ta low throughout, that whofo picafc 
To ftop affliAion, let him take his Hade; 
Come hither, ere my Tree hath felt the ax. 
And hang himfelf 1 pray you, do my Greeting. 

Flav. Vex him no further, thu* you ftill flaajl find 
him. ^^ 

Tim. Come not to me again, but fay to Mhins^ 
Timon hath made his evcrlafting manfion 
Upon the beached verge of the fah flood ; 
Which once a-day with his emboflcd froth 
The turbulent furge fhall cover: Thither come. 
And let my grave-ftone be your oracle. 
Lips, let four words go by, and language end : 
What is amifs, plague and infedion ipcnd ! 
Graves only be men's works, and death their gainf- 
Sun, hide thy beams ! Timon hath done his Reign. 

• [£xir Timon. 

1 Sen, His difcontents are unremoveably coupled to 
his nature. 

9 Sen. Our hope in him is dead; let us retiirn. 
And ftain what other means is left unto us 
In our dear peril. 

1 Sen. It requires fwift foot. [Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 

Changes to tJu WaUs of Athens. 
Enter two other Senator s, with a Meffinger. 

I Sen. TnHOU haftpainfoUydifcoverd; arc his 
JL files 

As fall as thy report? 

Mff. I have fpoke the leaft. 
BeGdes, bis expedition promifes 
Prefent Approach. 

9 Sen» We ftand much hazard, if they bring not 
Jtmon, 

Mef. I met a courier, one mine ancient friend ; 
Who, though in general part we were opposed. 
Yet our old love made a particular force. 
And made us fpeak like friends. This man was riding 
From Alcibiades to Ttmon% Gave, 
With letters of intreaty, which imported 
His fellpwihip i'th*^ Gaufe againft your City, 
In part for his fake mov'd. 

Enter the other Senators^ 

I Sen. Here comes our Brothers. 

3 Sen, No talk of T'lWn, nothing of him expefl.-^ 
The enemies^ Drum is heard, and fearful Scouring 
Doth cboak the air with duft. In, and prepare ; 
Ours is the fall, I fear, our foes the fnare. [ExewU. 

Enter a Soldier in the Woods, feeking Timon. 

Sol. By all Defcription this (hould be the place. 
Who's here? fpeak, ho. — No anfwer? — What is 

this? 

Timon is dead, who hath out^firetch'd his fpan ; 

* * Some 
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* Some beaft rear'd this ; here docs not live a man. 
X)ead, fure, and this his grave \ what's on this tomb ? 
I cannot read*, the charader 111 take with wax; 
Our Captain hath in every figure flcill, 
An ag'd interpreter, tho' young in days : 
Before proud Athens he's fet down by this, 
Who's Fall the mark of his ambition is. [Exit. 

SCENE V, 

Before the Walts of AthcufS. 
Trumpets found. Enter Alcibiades with his Powers, 



Sot 



)ur terrible Approach. 

[Sound a parley. The Senators apptar 
upon the walls. 
'*TiU now you have gone on» and filFd the time 
With all licentiou« meafure, making your wills 
The fcope of juflice. 'Till now myfelf, and fuch 
As flept within the ihadow of your Power, 
Have wanderM with our traveril arms, and breath'd 
Our fufferance vainly. Now the time is flufli, 
Wh^n crouching marrow in the bearer ftrong 
Cries, of iifelf, n(?m(?r«; now breathlefs wrong 
Shall fit and pant in your great Chairs of eafe. 
And purfy Infolence (hall break his wind 
With fear and horrid flight. 
I Sen, Noble and young. 
When thy firft griefs were but a mere conceit, 

* Some ieq/l redid this s here does not live a man*] Some Beaft read 
what ? The Soldier had yet only feen the rude Pile of Earth heaped 
up foj Timons Grave, and not the Jnfcription upon it. We (hould 
read. 

Some Beaft rear*d this; 

The Soldier (eeking, by order, ioitimon, fees fuch an irregular Mole, 
ai he concludes muft have been the Workmanfliip of fome Beaft in- 
habiting the Woods ; and fuch a Cavity, as either muft have been 
io oTCT'arch*d, or bappen'd hy the cafual falling in of the Ground. 

Ere 
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Etc thou hadfl power, or we had caufe to fear; 
We fent to thee, to give thy rages balm. 
To wipe out our ingratitude, with loves 
Above their quantity. 

2 Sen. So did we woo 
Transformed Timon to our city's love 
By humble mefTage, and by promised "mends: 
We were not all unkind, nor all deferve 
The common flroke of war. 

I Sen, Thefe walls of ours 
Were not erefled by their hands, from whom 
You have received your griefs : nor are they fuch, 
That thefe great tow'rs, trophies, and fchoolf ihould 

fall 
For .private faults in them. 

2 Sen, Nor arc they living, 
Who were the motives that you firft went out : 
Shame that they wanted cunnings in excefs 
Hath broke their hearts. March on, oh, noble lord,. 
Into our city with thy banners fpread; 
By decimation and a tithed death, 
If thy revenges hunger for that food 
Which nature loaths^ take thou the de(lin'd tenth: 
And by the hazard of the fpotted die. 
Let die the fpotted. 

I Sen. All have not affended : : 
For thofe that were, it is not fquare to take 
On thofe that are, revenge: Crimes, like to land&, 
Are not inherited. Then, dear coantryman. 
Bring in thy ranks, but leave without thy rage; 
Spare thy Athenian cradle, and thofe kin. 
Which in the blufter of thy wrath muft fall 
With thofe that have ofFehded-; like a fhepherd. 
Approach the fold, and cull th' infefted fprth ; 
But kill not all together. 

f Sen. What thou wilt, • 
Thou rather fbalt enferce it with thy fmile, 
Than hew to'l with thy fword. 

X Sin. 
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X Sen. Set but thy foot 
i^gainil our ranipir'd gates, aiid they (hall ope : 
io thou wik fend thy gentle heart before. 
To fa^4 thou'henter friendiy. 

8 Sen. Throw thy glove. 
Or any token of thine Honour elfe, 
That thou vrilt ufe the wars as thy redrefs. 
And not a^s our confu&on : all thy Powers 
Shall make their harbour in our town, till we 
Have feal'd thy full de&re. 

Alc» Then there's my glove ^ 
Defcend, and open your uncharged ports ; 
Thofe enemies of ZVmon's, and mine own. 
Whom you yourfelves Qiall fet out for reproof, 
i^all, and no more ; to atone your fears 
With my more noble meaning, not a man 
Shall pafs his quarter, or oflFend the ftream 
Of regular juftice in your city's bounds ; 
But Ihall be remedied by public laws 
At heavieft anfwer. 

Both. 'Tis moft nobly fpoken. 

Ale, Defcend, and keep your words. 

Enter a Soldier. 
Sol. My noble General, Timon is dead ;. 
Entomb'd upon the very hem o'th' fea ; 
And on the grave-ftone this Infculpture, which 
With wax I brought away ; whofe foft impreffion 
Interprcteth for my poor ignorance, 

[Alcibiade5 reads the epitaph.] 

Here lies a wretched coarje^ of wretc\ed Joul bereft: 
Seek not my name : a plague xorfume you caitiffs left ! 
Here [ie I Timon, who all living men did hate., 
Fafs by ^ and curfe thy fill^ but ftay not here thy gait. 

Thefe well exprefs in thee thy latter fpirits: 
Tho' thou abhor'dft in us our human griefs, 

Scorn'd 
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ScornM our brine's flow, and thofe our droplets, vrhicU 
From niggard nature fall ; yet rich conceit 
Taught thee to make vaft Neptune weep for aye 
On thy low grave. — On : faults forgiven* — Dead 
Is noble Timon^ of whofe memory 

Hereafter more Bring me into your City, 

And I will ufe the Olive with my fword; 

Make War breed Peace ; make Peace fiint War,; 

make each 
Prefcribe to other, as each other's Leach. 
Let our drums ftrike. ■ ■ ■ - Exiuni» 
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Vol. Vli. 



Dramatis Perfonae. 

Saturninus, San to the late Emperor o/'Rome, and after ^ 

JUjards declared Emperor himfelf. 
Baffianus, Brother to Saturninus, in Love with Lavinia. 
Titus Andronicus, a Noble Roman, General againft 

the Goths. 
Marcus Andronicus, Tribune of the People^ and Brother 

to Titus. 
Mavcus, 1 

Quintus, f 5^„f ^^ Titus Andronicus, 

Lucius, I 

Mutinus, J 

Toung Lucius, a Boy^ Son to Lucius. 

Publius^ Son to Marcus the Tribune^ and Nephew t» 

Titus Andronicus. 
SempTonius. 
Alarbus, ) 

Chiron, > Sons to Tamora. 
Demetrius, ) 

Aaron, a AfoOf, b£ov*d Jy T^alpor^., 
Capiain, from TitjXs's Camp,' '->-*-- i . 
^melius, a Meffenger. 
Goths, and Romans* 
Clown, 

Tamora, Queen of the Goths, and afterwards married ie 

Saturninus. 
Lavinia, Daughter to Titus Andronicus. 
JViir/i, with a Black-a-moor Child. 

Stnators^ Judges^ Ofpfiers^ Soldiers, and other Attendants, 
SCENE, Rome ; (Bltid the Country fififtrit.^, 

TITUS 
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A C T I. S G E N E I. 

Before the Capitol /» R O M E, 

Enter the Tribunes and Senators aloft^ as in the . Senate. 
Enter Saturninus and his followers^ at one door; and 
Baflianus and his followers^ at the other^ with Drum 
andHolours. . . . - 

Saturninus. 

NOBLE Patricians, Patrons of my. Right, 
Defend the juftice of my Caufe with arms : 
And Countrymen, my loving followers. 
Plead my fucceffive title with your fwords. 
I am the firil-born Son of him, that laft 
Wore the imperial Diadem of Rotne : 
Then let my father^s honours live in me; 
Nor wrong mine age with this indignity. • • 

Baf. RoTnans^ friends, foU'wers, favourers of. my 
Right, 
If ever Bajfianus^ Cafar^s fon, 
Were gracious in the eyes of royal Rome^ 
Keep then this paflage to the Capitol ; 
And fufFer not difbonour to approach 
Th' imperial Seat, to virtue confecrate, 
To juftice, continence, and nobility : 
But let Defert in pure ele&ioa (bine ; 
And, Romans^ fight for freedom in your choice. 

Enter Marcus Andronicus aloftf with the Crown. 

Mar. Princes, that ftrive by fadions, and by friendf, 
Ambitioufly for Rule and Empery i 

K. 8 Know 
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Know, that the people of Romey for whom we ^aod 
A fpecial party, bav^ by common voice. 
In eleAion for the Romon Empery^ 
'Chofcn Andrenicus^ fur-named Ptus, 
For many good and great deferts to Rome. 
A nobler man, a braver warrior, 
Lives not this day -within our city-walls. 
He by the Senate is accited home. 
From weary wars againfl the barbarous Goths; 
That with his fons (a terror to our foes) 
Hath yoak'd a nation ftrong, trained up in arms. 
Ten Years are fpent, Gnce firft he undertook 
This Gaufe oi Rome^ and chaftifed with arms 
Our enemies' pride. Five times he hath return^ 
Bleeding to Rome^ bearing his valiant fons 

In coffins from the field. 

And nQwat;.lail laden with.faonour's Spoib, 
Returns the good Andronicus to Rome^ 
Renowned Titus^ flouriihing in. arms. 
Let us intreat, byi honour of his Name, 
Whom (worthily) you would have now fucceed. 
And in the Capitol and Senate's -Right, 
Whom yon pretend to honour and adore. 
That you withdrawsyou, and abate .your ftrengtfa^ 
Difmifs yonr; followers, and, as futtors ihould, 
Plead your deferts in peace and humblenefs. 

Sat. How fair the Tribune fpeaks, to calm my 
Baf. Marcus Andronicus^ fo I do afiFy. [thought* I 
In thy uprightnefs and integrity, 
And fo I love and honour thee and thine ; 
Thy noble brother TUus^ and his fons. 
And her to whom our thoughts are humbled all. 
Gracious Lavinia, Romes rich Ornament; 
Th»t I will here difmifs my loving friends; ^ 

And: to my fortunes, and the people's favour. 
Commit my Caufe in ballance to be weigh' d. 

[Ek€U7U Soldiers. 
Smt. 
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Sai. Friends, that have been thus forward in my 
Right, 
r thank you all, and here difmifs you all ; 
And to the love and favour of my country 
Commit myfclf, my perfon and the Caufe.: 
Rome^ be as juft and gracious unto mer 
As I am confident and kind to thee. 
Open the gates, and let me in. 

Baf, Tribunes^ and Me, a poor Competitor. 

[Tkey go up into the Senate-houfe^ 

SCENE II. 

Enter a Captain. 

Cap^ no MAN S^ make way: the good Andronicus^ 

'**' Patron of virtue, Romis beft champion^ 
Succefsful in the battels that he fights, 
With honour and with fortune is returned. 
From whence he circumfcribed with his fword. 
And brought to yoke the enemies oiRome. 

Sound Drums and Trumpets^ and then enter Mutius and 
Marcus : after them, two men bearing a coffin cover'' d 
with black; then Quintus and Lucius. After them^ 
Titus Andronicus ; and then Tamora, the Queen of 
Goths, Alarbus, Chiron, and Demetri^is, with 
AdLXon the Moor ^ prif oners ; foldiers^ and other atten^ 
dants. Theyfet down the coffin, and Titus fpeaks. 

Tit, Hail, Rom€, viAorious in my mourning weed! 
Lo, as the Bark, that hath difcharg'd her freight. 
Returns with precious lading to the bay. 
From whence at firft (he weigh'd her anchorage; 
Cometh Andronicus with laurel boughs. 
To re-fa lute his Country with his tears ; 
Tears of true joy for his return to Rome, 
Thou great Defender of this Capitol, 
Stand gracious to the Rites that we intend ! 
Romans^ of five and twenty valiant fons, 

K 3 Half 



rgg Titus Andrcwicus. 

Half of the number that King Priam had. 

Behold the poor Remains, alive and dead ! 

Thefe, that furvive, let Rome reward with lov^; 

Thefe, that I bring unto their lateft home. 

With burial among their Anceftors. 

Here Goths have given me leave to {heath my fword : 

Titus^ unkind, and carelefs of thine own. 

Why fuEFer ft thou thy Sons, unburied yet. 

To hover on the dreadful Ihore o^ Styx? 

Make way to lay them by their brethren. 

[Tkej open the Tomb. 
There greet in filcnce, as the dead are wont. 
And Deep in peace, flain in your country's wars : 
. O facrcd receptacle of my joys, 
Sweet cell of virtue and nobility. 
How many fons of mine haft thou in ftore ; 
That thou wilt never render to roc more? 

Luc. Give us the proudeft prifoner of the Goths^ 
That we may hew his limbs, and on a pile. 
Ad manes Fratrum facrifice his fleOi, 
Before this earthly prifon of their bones: 
That fo the fliadows be not unappeas'd. 
Nor we difturb'd with prodigies on earth. 

Tit, I give him you, the nobleft that furvivcs : 
The eldeft fon of this diflrefled Queen. 

Tarn. Stay, Roman brethren, gracious Conqueror, 
Viftorious Titus, rue the tears I flied, 
A mother's tears in paffion for her fon : 
And, if thy fons were ever dear to thee, 
O, think my fons to be as dear to me. 
Sufticeth not that we are brought to Rome, 
To beautify thy Triumphs and Return, 
Captive to thee and to thy Roman joIlc? 
But muft my fons be flaughter'd in the fireets. 
For valiant doings in their country's caufe ? 
O ! if to fight for King and Common-weal 
Were Piety in thine, it is in thefe : 
Andronicus, flain not thy tomb with blood. 

Wilt 
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Wilt thpu draw near the nature of the Gods ? 
Draw near them then in being merciful ; 
Sweet Mercy is Nobility's true badge. 
Thrice-noble Titus^ fpare my firll-born fon, 

77/. Patient yourfelf, Madam, and pardon me. 
Thefe are their bret;hrfen, whom you G(?M J, behold 
Alive and dead^ and for their brethren flain 
Religioufly they alk a Sacrifice ; 
To this your fon is markt, and die he muft, 
T'appeafe their groaning ftiadows that are gone. 

JLuc. Away with him, and make a fire ftraight. 
Anci with Ojur fwqrds, upon a pile of wood, 
'Let^s hew his limbs, 'till they be clean confum'd. 

Extunt Mutius, Marcus, Qjiintus and Lucius 
with Alarbus. 

Tarn. O cruel, irreligious, piety I 

Chu Was ever Scythia half fo barbarous ? 

Dem, Oppofe^me, Scythia^ to ambitious Rome. 
AlarbuSy go to reft! and we furvive 
To. tremble under tiius' threatning looks. 
Then Madam, ftand refolv'd; but hope withal. 
The felf-fame Gods, that arm'd the Queen of Troy 
With opportunity of (harp revenge 
Upon the Thracian tyrant in her Tent, 
May favour Tamora, the Queen of Goths, 
(When Goths were Goths, and Tamo r a was Queen) 
To quit her bloody wrongs upon her foes. 

£n/er, Mutius^ Marcus, Quintus and Lucius. 

Luc, See, lord and father, how we have perform'd ^ 
Our Raman rites : Alarbus' limbs are lopt v 
And intrails feed the facrificing fire; 
Whofe fmoke, like incenfe, doth perfume the Iky. 
Remaineth nought but to inter our brethren. 
And with loud 'larums welcome them to Rome» 

Tim,, Let it; be fo, and let Andronicus- 
Make this his lateft farewel to their fouls. 

[Then found truntfiets^ and lay the coffins in the tomb* 
K 4 In 
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In peace and bononr reft you here, my fons, 
Rome$ readieft champions, repofe you here. 
Secure from worldly chances and miihaps: 
Here lurks no treafon, here no envy fwells ; 
Here grow no damned grudges, here no ftorms/ 
No Doife : bur filence and eternal fleep: 
In peace and honour reft you here, my fons ! 

SCENE III. 

Enier Lavinia. 

Lav, T N peace and honour live lord Titus long^ 
X My noble lord and father, live in fame i 
Lo ! at this tomb my tributary tears 
I render, for my bretbrens' obfequies : 
And at thy feet I kneel, with tears of joy 
Shed on the earth, for thy Return to Rami. 
O, blcfs me here with thy viftorious hand, 
Whofe fortune Romes beft citizens applaud. 

Tii. Kind Rome^ that haft thus lovingly referv'd 
The Cordial of mine age, to glad mine heart ! 
Lavinia^ live; out-live thy father's days. 
In Fame's eternal Date for virtue's praife I 

Mar. Long live lord Titus, my beloved brother. 
Gracious triumpher in the eyes of Rome I 

Tit. Thanks, gentle Tribune, noble brother Marcus. 

Mar. And welcome. Nephews, from fuccefsful 
wars. 
You that furvive, and you that fleep in fatne : 
Fair lords, your fortunes are alike in all. 
That in your country's fervice drew your fwords^ ♦ 
But fafer triumph is this funeral pomp. 
That hath afpir'd to Solon's happinefs ; 
And triumphs over chance, in Honour's bed. 
Titus Andronicus^ the people o( Rome, 
Whofe friend in juftice thou haft ever been. 
Send thee by me their Tribune, and their truft. 
This Palliament of white and fpotlefs hue ; 

And 
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And name thee in eledion for the Empire^ 
With thefe our late-deceafed Emperor's fons* 
Be Candidatus then, and put it on; 
And help to fet a head on headlefs Rome. 

Tit, Abetter head her glorious body fits. 
Than his, that (hakes for age and feeblenefs: 
What ! fliould I don this robe, atid trouble you? 
Be chofe with Proclamations to-day, 
To-naorrow yield up Rule, refign my life. 
And fet abroach new bufinefs for you all ? 
Rome^ I have been thy foldier forty years. 
And led,my country's ftrength fuccefsfully ; 
And buried one and twenty valiant fons. 
Knighted in field, (lain manfully in arms, 
In Right and Service of their noble Country, 
Give me a ftafF of honour for mine age. 
But not a fceptre to controul the world. 
Upright he held it, lords that held it laft. 

Mar. Titus y thou fhalt obtain and alk the Empery. 

Sat. Pxoud and ambitious Tribune, canft thou- 
tell 

Til. Patience, Prince 5a/«rninttJ. 

Sat. Romans^ do me Right. 
Patricians, draw your fwords, and (heath them not 
Till Saturninus be Romes Emperor. 
Andronicus^ would thou wert fhipt to hell. 
Rather than rob me of the people's hearts. 

Luc. Proud Saturnine^ interrupter of the Good 
That noble-minded Titus means to thee 

Tit. Content thee. Prince; I will reftore to thee 
The people's hearts, and wean them from themfelves.- 

Baf. Andronicus^ I do not Hatter thee, 
But honour thee, and will do 'till I die: 
My fa6lion if thou drengihen with thy friends, 
I will moft thankful be , and Thanks to men 
Of noble minds is honourable meed. 

Tit. People of Rome^ and noble Tribunes here, 
lalk your voices, and your fuffrages j 
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Will you be flow them friendly on Andronicus ? 

Mar. To gratify the good Andronicus 
And gratulate his fafe Return to Rame^ 
The people will accept whom he admits. 

Tit. Tribunes, I thank you, and this fuit I make, 
That you create your Emperor's eldeft fon, 
Lord Saturnine; whofe virtues will, I hope, 
Refled on Rome^ as Titan*s rays on earth. 
And ripen juftice in this Common-weaL 
Then if you will eleft by my advice. 
Crown him, and fay, Long live our Emperor! 

Mar. With voices and applaufe of every liort. 
Patricians and Plebeians, we create 
Lord Satuminus^ Romes great Emperor ; 

And fay, -Long live our Emperor Saturnine! . 

[A long Jlourijh^ till tkey come down. 

Sat. Titus Andronicus, for thy favours done 
To us in our Eleftion this day, 
1 give thee thanks in part of thy deferts. 
And will with deeds requite thy gentienefs : 
And for an onfet, Titus^ to advance 
Thy name, and honourable family, 
Lavinia will I make my Emprefs, 
JR(?m«'s royal Miftrefs, Miftrefs of my heart. 
And in the facred Pantheon her efpoufe : 
Tell me, Andronicus^ doth this motion pleafe thee? 

Tit. It doth, my worthy lord; and, in this xnatcbf 
I hold me highly honoured of your Grace : 
And here in fight oi Rome^ to Saturninits^ 
King and Commander of our Common-weal, 
The wide world's Emperor, do I confecrate 
My fword, my chariot, and my prifoners ; 
Prefcnts well worthy Rome's imperial lord. 
Receive them then, the Tribute that I owe, 
Mine Honour's Enfigns. humbled at thy feet. 
Sat. Thanks, noble Titus^ father of my life! 
How proud I am of thee, and of thy gifts, 
Rome fliall record ; and when I do forget 

The 
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The leaft of thefe unfpeakable dcferts, 
Romans^ forget your fealty, to me. 

Tit, Now, Madam, are you prifoner to an Empe- 
ror; 
To hira, that for your honour and your fiate 
Will ufe you nobly, and your followers. 
. Sat. A goodly lady, truft me, of the hue 

[To Tamora-^ 
That I would chufe, were I to chufe, anew : 
Clear up, fair Queen, that cloudy countenance ; 
Tho' chance of war hath wrought this changip of 

cheer^ 
Thou com'^ft not to be made a fcorn in Rome: 
Princely Ihall be thy ufage every way. 
Reft on my word, and let not difcontent 
Daunt all your hopes : Madam, who comforts you^ 
Can. make you greater than the Queen of G^ths^ 
Lavinia^ you ate not difpleas'd with this? 
Lav. Not I, my lord ; fith true nobility 
Warrants thefe words in princely courtefy. 

Sat. Thanks, fweet Lavima^ Romans, let us go. 
Ranfomlefs here we fet our prifoners free ; 
Proclaim our honours, lords, with trump and drum, 
BaJ. Lord Titus^ by your Leave, this Maid is mine* 

[Seizing Lavinia. 
Tit, How, Sir ? arc yon in earneft then, my lord? 
BaJ. Ay, noble Titus; and refolv'd withal. 
To do myfelf this Reafon and this Right. 

[The Emperor courts Tamora in dumhjhcw. 
Mar. Suum cuique is our Roman juftice 2 
This Prince in juftice feizeth but his own. 

Ltic. And that he will, and ftiall, if Lucius live. 
Tit. Traitors, avant ! where is the Emperor's 
Treafon, my lord ; Lavinia is furpriz'd. [Guard ? 
Sat. Sur prized .' by whom ? 
Bdf. By him that jaftly may 
Bear his betroth'd from all the world away. 

[Exit BaflTianus with Lavinia. 
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S C E N E IV. 

^fu^ TIR OTHERS, help to convey her hence 

J3 away. 
And with my fword I'll keep this door fecure. 

77/. Follow, my lord, and Til foon bring her back. 

Mut, My lord, you pafs not here. 

Tit. What ! villain-boy, 
Barr'ft me my Avay in Rome ? [He kills him. 

Mut, Help, Lucius, help ! 

Luc. My lord, you are unjud, and more than fo; 
In wrongful quarrel you have flain your fon. 

Tit, Nor thou, nor he, are any fons of mine : 
My fons would never fo difhonour me. 
Traitor, refiore Lavinia to the Emperor. 

Luc. Dead, if you will, but not to be his wife. 
This is another's lawful promised love. 

Sat. No, Titus, no, the Emperor needs her not ; 
Nor her, nor thee, nor any of thy (lock; 
ril truft by leifure him, that mocks me. once : 
Thee never, nor thy traiterous haughty fons. 
Confederates all, thus to dilhonour me. 
Was there none elfe in Rome to make a Stale oF, 
But Saturnine? full well, Andronicus^ 
Agree thefe deeds with that proud Brag of thine, 
That faid'ft, I begg'd the Empire at thy hands. 

Tit. O monilrous I what reproachful words are 
thefe \ 

Sat. But go thy ways : go give that changing 
piece, 
. To him that flourifli'd for her with his fword ; 
A valiant fon-in-law thou (halt enjoy : 
One fit to bandy with thy lawlefs fons 
To ruffle in the Commonwealth dl^ Rome. 

Tit. Thefe words are razors to my wounded heart. 
Sat. And therefore J ovely Tamora^ Queen of Goths^ 
That, like the ftately Fhabe 'mong her Nymphs, 

Doft 
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Doft over-fhinc the gallant'ft Dames of Rome^ 

If thou be pleas'd with thi^ my fuddeu choice, 

Behold I chufe thee, Tamora^ for my bride. 

And will create thee Emperefs of Rome, 

Speak, Queen oiGoihs^ doft thou applaud my choice ? 

And hear I fwear by all the Roman Gods, 

(Sith prieft and"holy water are fo near, 

And tapers burn fo bright, and every thing 

In readinefs for Hymeneus fiands,) 

I will not re-falute the fireets of Rome^ 

Or climb my Palace, 'till from forth this place 

I lead cfpous'd my bride along with me. 

Tarn. And here in fight of hcav'n to Rome I fwear. 
If Saturnine advance the Queen of Goths, 
She will a handmaid be to. his defires, 
A loving nurfe, a mother to his youth. 

Sat. Afcend, fair Queen, Pan/A^on; lords, accompany 
Your noble £mperor, and his lovely bride. 
Sent by the heavens for Prince Saturnine; 
Whofe wifdom hath her fortune conquered : 
There (ball we confummate our fpoufal rites. [Exeunt* 

S C E N E V, 

Manet Titus Andronicus. 

Tit, T am not bid to wait upon this bride. 

X Titus^ when wert thou wont to walk alone, 
DiQionourM thus, and challenged of wrongs ? 

Enter Marcus Andronicus, Lucius, Quintus, and 
Marcus. 

Marci Oh, Titus, fee, oh, fee, what thou hafi done ! 
In a bad quarrel flain a virtuous fon. 

Tit. No, foolith Tribune, no: no fon of mine. 
Nor thou, nor thefe confederates in the deed. 
That hath diflxbnoured all our family ; 
Unworthy brother, and unworthy fons. 

Luc, 



«o6 TiTiTS Andaonicus. 

Luc. Bat let us give him burial, as becomes ; 
Give Mutius burial with our brethren. 

Tit, Traitors, away ! he refls not in this tomb ; 
This monument five hundred years hath flood. 
Which I have fumptuoufly re-edified: 
Here none but foldiers, and Ramis Servitors, 
Repofe in fame : none bafely flain in brawls. 
Bury him where you can, he comes not here. 

Mar, My lord, this is impiety in you ; 
My nephew Mutius* deeds do plead for him : 
He maft be buried with his brethren. 

[Thui^sfons/peak. 

Sons. And fliall, or him vre will accompany. 

Tit. And (hall ? what villain was it fpake that word? 

[Tiius'sf on /peaks, 

Quin. He, that would vouch't in any place but 
here. 

Tit. What, would you bury him in my defpight? 

Mar. No, noble Titus ; but intreat of thee 
To pardon Mutius^ and to bury him. 

Tit. Marcus, ev'n thou haft ftruck upon my Greft^ 
And with thefeboys mine Honour thou haft wounded. 
My foes I do repute you every one, 
So trouble me no more, but get you gone. 

Luc, He is not himfelf, let us withdraw. 

Qjiin. Not I, 'till Mutius^ bones be buried. 

[The brother and the fans kneel. 

Mar. Brother^ for in that name doth nature |)lead. 

Quin. Father, and in that name doth nature fpeak. 

Tit. Speak thou no more, if all the reft will fpeed. 

Mar. Renowned Titus, more than half my foul, — 

Luc. Dear father, foul and fubftance of us all, — 

Mar, Suffer thy brother Marcus to inter 
His noble Nephew here in virtue's neft. 
That died in honour, and L(wmia^s caufe. 
Thou art a Roman, be not barbarous. 
The Greeks^ upon advice, did bury Ajax, 
That flew himfelf 5 and wife Laertes^ ton 

Did. 
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Did gracioufly plead for bis funerals. 

Let not young Mutius thea, that was thy joy, 

Be barr'd his entrance here. 

Tit, Rife, Marcus^ rife 

The difmairfi day is this, that e'er I faw. 
To be difhonourM by my fons in Rome: 
Well ; bury him, and bury me the next, 

[They put him in the tomb* 

Luc. There lie thy bones, fweet Mutius^ with thy 
friends, 
*Till we with trophies do adorn thy tomb .' 

' [They all kneel and fay ; 
No man (hed tears for noble Mutius ; 
He lives in fame, that died in virtue's caufe. 

Mar, My lord, to ftep out of thefe dreary dumps. 
How comes it that the fub tie Queen of Goths 
Is of a fudden thus advanc'd \nRome7 

Tit, I know not Marcus; but, I know, it is : 
If by device or no, the.heav'ns can tell: 
Is Die not then beholden to the man. 
That brought her for this high good Turn fo ftir? 
Yes ; and will nobly him remunerate. 

SCENE VI. 

Flour i/h. Re-enter the Emperor^ Tamora, Chiron, and 
Demetrius, with Aaron the Moor, at one door. At 
the other door, Baflianus and Lavinia with others, 

Sa^QO, Bajjianus^ you have play'd your prize ; 
O God give you joy, Sir, of your gallant bride. 
Baf, And you of yours, my lord ; I fay no more. 
Nor wi(h no lefs, and fo I take my leave. 

Sat, Traitor, li Rome have law, or we have power. 
Thou and thy faflion Ihall repent this Rape. 

Baf, Rape call you it, my lord, to feize my own. 
My true-betrothed love, and now my wife ? 

But 
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But let th« laws of Rome determine all ; 
Mean While I atn poQeft of that is mine. 

Sat, Tis good. Sir ; you arc very (bort with us^ 
But, if we live, we'll be as (harp with you. 

Baf, My lord, what I have done, as beft I may^ 
Anfwer I muft, and (hall do with my life ; 
Only thus much I give your Grace to know^ 
By all the duties which I owe to Rome, 
This noble gentleman-, lord Titus hcrc» 
Is in opinion and in honour wrong'd ; 
That in the rcfcue of Lavinia^ 
With his own hand did flay his youngeft fon. 
In zeal to you, and highly mov'd to wrath 
To be controul'd in that he frankly gave ; 
Receive him then to favour. Saturnine; 
That hath expreft himfelf in all his deeds, 
A father and a friend to thee, and Rome. 

Tit. Prince Bajfianus^ leave to plead my deedsr 
'Tis thou, and thofe, that have diOionour'd me t 
Rome and the righteous heavens be my judge. 
How I have lov'd and honour- d Saturnine. 

Tam. My worthy lord, if ever Tamora 
Were gra<:ious in thofe princely eyes of, thine. 
Then hear me fpeak, indifferently, for all ; 
And at my fuit (fweet) pardon what is paft. 

Sat. What, Madam ! be diflionour'd openly,, 
And bafely put it up without revenge ? 

Tarn. Not fo, my lord; the Gods of Rom^ fore-* 
fend, 
I fliould be author to difiionour you ! 
But, on mine honour dare I undertake 
For good lord Titus* innocence in all ; 
Wbofe fury, not diflembled, fpeaks his gtief$ : 
Then, at my fuit, look gracioufly on him, 
Lofe not fo noble a friend on vaiti Suppofe,. 
Nor with four looks af&id his gentle heart.- ■ ■ 

My 
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My lord, be rurd by mc, be won at laft, 

Diflemble all your griefs and difcontents : 

You are but newly planted in your Throne;. 

Left then the People and Patricians too. 

Upon ajuft furvey, take Tiius^ part; 

And fo fupplant us for ingratitude, 

Which Rome reputes to be a heinous fin. 

Yield at intreats, and then let me alone ; ^Afide. 

I'll find a day to maiTacre them all, 

And raze their fadion, and their family. 

The cruel father, and his traiterous fons. 

To whom I fued for my dear fon's life : 

And make them know, what 'tis to let a Queen 

Kneel in theftreets,and beg for grace in vain — ^ 

Come, come, fweet Emperor, come, Andronicus — 

Take up this good old man, and chear the heart, 
That dies in tcmpeft of thy angry frown. 

Sat, Rife, Titus^ rife ; my Emprefs hath prevail'd. 

7lf/. I thank your Majefty, and her ; my lord, 
Thefe words, thefe looks infufe new life in me. 

Tam. Titus^ I am incorporate in Rome^ 
K Roman now adopted happily : 
And muft advife the Emperor for his good. 
This day all quarrels die, Andronicus^ 
And let it be my honour, good my lord. 
That I have reconciled your friends and you. 
For you. Prince Baffianus^ I have paft 
My word and promife to the Emperor, 
That you will be more mild and tradable. 
And fear not, lords ; and you, Lavinia, 
By my advice all-humbled on your knees, 
You mall aft pardon of his Majefty. 

Liu:. We do, and vow to heaven and to his High> 
nefs, 
That what we did was mildly, as we might, 
Tendring our lifter's honour and our own. 

Mar. That on mine honour here I do proteft. 

Sai. Away, and talk not ; trouble us no more — 

Tarn* 
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Tarn, Nay, nay, fweet Smperor^ we muft all be 
friends. 
The Tribune and his Nephews kneel for grace, 
I will not be dented ; fweet bean, look back* 

Sat. Marcus^ for thy fake, and thy brother's here, 
And at my lovely Tamoras intreats, 
I do remit tbefe young mep's heinous, faults. 
Lavima^ though you left me like a churl, 
I found a friend ; and fure, as death, I fwore, 
I would not part a bachelor from the prieft. 
Come, if the Emperor's Court can fealt two brides; 
You are my guett, Lavinia, and your friends ; 
This day (hall be a love-day, Tamora. 

Tit. To-morrow an it pleafe your Majefiy, 
To hunt the Panther and the Hart with me, 
With horn and hound, we'll give your Grace Bon- 
jour. 

Sat, fie it fo Titus^ and gramercy too. [Exeur^, 



ACT II. S C E N E I. 

Before the PALACE. 

Enter Aaron alone. 
Aaron. 

NOW climbeth Tamora Olympui* top, 
Safe out of fortune's (hot ; and fits aloft. 
Secure of thunder's crack, or lightning fla(h ; 
Advanc'd above pale envy's threat^ing reach. 
As when the golden fun falutes the morn. 
And, having gilt the ocean with his beams. 
Gallops the Zodiac in his gliftring coach. 
And over-looks the highefi-peering hills : 

So Tamora 

Upon her will do;h earthly honour wait. 
And virtue {loops and trembles at her frown. 

Then, 
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Then, Aaron^ arm thy heart, and fit thy thoughts. 

To mount aloft with thy imperial miftrefs. 

And mount her pitch ; whom thou in triumph long 

Haft prifoner held, fetter'd in amorous chains ; 

And fafter bound to Aaron s charmbig eyes. 

Than is Prometheus ty'd to Caucafus. 

Away with flavifli weeds, and idle thoughts, 

I will be bright and (hine in pearl and gold. 

To wait upon this new-made Emprcfs. 

To wait, faid I ? to wanton with this Queen, 

This Goddefs, this Semiramis ; -this Queen, 

This Syren, that will charm Rbme^s Saturnine, 
And fee his (hipwreck, and his common-wears* 
Holla 1 what ilorm is this ? 

SCENE II. 

Enter Chiron, and Demetrius, braving^ 

Dem./^HIRON, thy years want wit, thy wit wants 

^ edge 

And manners, to intrude where I am grac'd; 
And may, for aught thou know'ft, aflFcded be. 

Chi. Demetrius^ thou doft over-ween in all, 
And fo in this, to bear me down with Braves : 
'Tis not the difference of a year or two 
Makes me lefs gracious, or thee more fortunate ; 
I am as able, and as fit as thou. 
To ferve, and to dcferve my miftrefs' grace ; 
And that my fword upon thee (hall approve. 
And plead my paflion for Lavinias love. 

Aar. Clubs, clubs i-- — thefe lovers will not keep 
the peace. 

Dem. Why bdjfc, although our mother (unadvis'd) 
Gave you a dancing rapier by your fide, 
Are you fo defp'rate grown to threat your friend§? 
Go to 5 Jiave your lath glued within your (heath, 
'Till you know better how to handle it. 

Chi. 
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Chi. Mean while, Sir, with (he little (kill T barvCf 
Full well (halt thou perceive how much I dare. 

Dem. Ay, boy, grow ye fo brave ? . [They dram; 

Aar, Why, how now, lords ? 
So near the Emperor's Palace dare you draw ? 
And maintain fuch a Quarrel openly ? 
Full well I wot the ground of all this grudge : 
I would not for a million of gold. 
The caufe were known to them it moft concerns^ 
Nor would your nobler mother, for much more^ 
Be fo dilhonour'd in the Cour^ o^ Rome* 
For fhanle, put up. 

Chi. Not I, 'till I have fheath'* 
My rapier in his bofom, and withal 
Thruft thefe reproachful fpeeches down his throat;- 
That he hath breath'd in my diflionour here. 

Dem, For that I am prepared and fuU-rcfolv'd, — 
Foul-fpoken coward ! thou thundreft with thy tongue,. 
And with thy weapon hothing dar'ft perform. 

Aar. Away, I fay. 

Now by ^he Gods, that warlike GoJAj adore. 

This pretty Brabble will undo us all ; 

"Why, lords — and think you not, how dangerous 

It is to jet upon a Prince's right ? 

What is Lavinia then become fo loofe, 

Or Bajfianus fo degenerate, 

That for her love fuch quarrels may be broacht. 

Without controulment, jufiice, or revenge? 

Young lords, beware — and (hould the Emprefs know 

This difcord's ground, the mufic would not pleafe. 

Chi* I care not, I, knew fbe and all the world: 
I love Lavinia more than all the world. 

Dem. Youngling, learn thou to make fome meaner 
choice; 
Lavinia is thy elder brother's hope. 

Aar. Why, are ye mad 1 or know ye not, in KotM 
How furious and impatient they be. 
And cannot brook competitors in love ? 

I tell 
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1 tell you, lords, you do but plot your deaths 
By this Device. 

Chi, Aaron^ a thoufand deaths would I propoCe, 
To atchieve her whom I do love. 

Aar. To atchieve her how ? 

Dem, why mak'ft thou it fo ftrange ? 
She is a woman, therefore may be woo'd; 
She is a woman, therefore may be won ; 
She is Lavinia^ therefore muft be lovM. 
What, man ! more Water glideth by the mill 
Than wots the miller of; andeafy it is 
Of a cut loaf to ileal a (hive, we know : 
Tho' Bajjianus be the Emperor's brother, 
Better than he have yet worn Vulcan s badge. 

Aar. Ay, *aad as good as Saturninus may. [AJide. 
Dem* Then why.fhould he defpair, that knows to 
; cojtirt.it 
With wor'ds,' fair'looks, and liberality ? 
What, haft thou not full often ftruck a doc. 
And borne her cleanly by the keeper's nbfc ? 

Aar. Why then, it feems, fome certain fnatch or fo 
Would ferve your turns. 

Chi. Ay, fo the turn were ferved. 
Dem, Aaron, thou haft hit it. 
Aar, 'Would you had hit it too. 
Then fhould not we be tired with this ado: 
Why, bark ye, hark ye — and are you fuch fools. 
To fquare for this ? would it offend you then ^ 

That both fliould fpeed ! 
Chi. Faith, not me. 
Dent. Nor me, fo I were one. 
Aar. For Ihame, be friends; and join for that you 
jar. 
'Tis policy and ftratagem muft do 
Thatyou affed; and fo muft you refolve. 
That what you cannot, as you would, atchieve. 
You may perforce accomplilh as you may. 
Take this of me, Lwcreu was not more chafie 

Than 
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Than this Lavinia^ Baffianus' love ; 

A fpeedier courfe than lingring languifhment 

Muflwe purfue, and !< have found the path. 

My lords, a folemn hunting is in hand. 

There will the lovely Roman ladies troop : 

The foreft-walks are wide knd fpacious. 

And many unfrequented Plots there are. 

Fitted by kind for rape and villany : 

Single you thither then this dainty doc. 

And flnke her home by force, if not by words : 

This way, or not at all, ftand you in hope. 

Come, come, our Eroprefs with heri*acred wit 

To Villany and vengeance confecrate. 

We will acquaint with all that we intend ; 

And fhe fliall file our engines with advice. 

That will not fuffer you to fquare yourfelves. 

But to your wiflies' height advance you both. 

The Emperor's Court is like the Houfe of Fame, 

The Palace fulLof tongues, of.eyes, of ears: 

The woods are ruthleis, dreadful, deaf and dull : 

There fpeak, and ftrike, brave boys, and take your 

turns. 
There ferve your lufts, (hadow'd from heaven^s eye ; 
And revel in Lavinia.% Treafury. \ 

Chi. Thy counfcl, lad, fmells of no cowardice. 

Bern. Sit fas aut mfas, 'till 1 find the ftream 
Tocool this heat, a charm to calm thefe fits, 
Fer Styga, per Manes vehor. [Exeuni, 

SCENE III. 

Changes to a Forejl, 

Enter Titus Andronicus and his three Sons^ with hounds 

and horns, . and M arcu s • 
JY/.np'HE Hunt is- up, the morn is bright and 

A gray ; 

The fields are fragrant, aiKi the woods arc green: 
Uncouple here, and let us make a Bay : 

And 
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And wake the Emperor and his lovely Bride, 
And rouze the Prince, and ring a hunter's peal, 
That all the Court may echo*Vvith the noife. 
Sons, let it be your charge, as it is ours, 
To tend the Emperor's perfon carefully : 
I have been troubled in my Qeep this night, 
But dawning day new comfort hath infpir'd* 

Here a cry of hounds, and wind horns in a peal: then en- 
ter Sulurniaus, Tamora, Baffiaaus, Lavlnia, Chi- 
ron, Djemetrius and their Attendants. 

Tit. Many good-morrows to your Majefty : 
Madam, to you as maiyy and as good. 
I promifed your Grace a hunter's peaL 

Sat. And you have rung it luftily, my lords, 
Somewhat too early for new-roarried ladies. 

Baf. Lavinia^ how fay you ? 

Lam. I fay, no : 
I have been broad awake two hours and more. 

Sat. Come on then, horfe and chariots let us hav€, 
And to our fport : Madam, now ye fhall fee 
Our Roman Hunting. 

Mar. I have dogs, my lord. 
Will roufe the ptoudeft Panther in the chafe, 
And climb the higheft promontory* top* 

Tit. And I have horfe will follow, where the ^me 
lUakes^Way, a»d run like fwaliaws o'er the plain, 

Dem. Chiron^ we bimt not, we, with horfe nor 
hound ; 
Biit bi>pe to pluck a dainty Doe to ground. [Exeunt. 

S G E N E IV. 

Changes to a dejart'part of, the tortfi. 

. Enter Aaton alone. 

Aar.JTE, that had wit, would, think, that I had 

XJl none. 

To bury fo' muchgbld under i tree 4 

And 
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And never after to inherit it. 

Let him, that thinks of roe fo abjedly. 

Know, that this gold xnuft coin a flratagem^ 

Which, cunningly efieded, will beget 

A very excellent piece of villany ; 

And fo repofe, fweet gold, for their unreft. 

That have their alms out of the Emprefs' cheft. 

Enter Tamora. 

Tarn. My lovely Aaron, wherefore look'ft thou fad, 
When every thing doth make a gleeful boaft ? 
The birds chaunt melody on every bulb. 
The fnake lies rolled in the cheariul fun. 
The green leaves quiver with the cooling wind. 
And make a chequered fbadow on .the ground: 
Under their fweet (hade, Aaron, let us fit, 
And whilft the babling £cho mocks the hounds. 
Replying flirilly to the well tun'd horns. 
As if a double Hunt were heard at once. 
Let us fit down and mark their yelling noife : 
And after confiid, fuch as was fuppos'd 
The wand ring Prince and Dido once enjoy 'd. 
When with a happy ftorm they were furpriz'd. 
And curtain'd wth a counfel-keeping caye ; 
We may, each wreathed in^the other's arms, 
.^Our paflimes done) poffefs a golden flumber; 
Whilft hounds and horns, and fweet melodious bink 
•Be unto us, a* isamurfe'sfong 
vOf lirllaby, to bring her babe afleep. 

Aar, Madam, though Vinus govern your defires, 
Saturn is dominator over mine : 
What fignifies my deadly^anding eye. 
My filence, and my cloudy melancholy. 
My fleece of woolly hair, thiat no^v' uncurls. 
Even as an adder, when ihe^oth unrowl 
To do fome: fatal execution ? 
No, Madam, thefe are no venereal figns ; 
Vengeance is inmy heart, death in my haud^; 

Blood 
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Blood and revenge are hammering in my head. 
Hark, Tamora^ (the Emprefs of my foul, 
Which never hopes more heaven than refts in thee) 
This is the day of doom for Bajfianus; 
His Philomel muft lofe her tongue to day ; 
Thy fons make pillage of her chaftity, 
And waQi their hands in Bajfianus' blood. 
Seeft thou this letter, take it up, I pray thee. 
And give the King this fatal-plotted fcroll ; 
Now queftion me no more, we are efpicd ; 
Here comes a parcel of our hopeful booty. 
Which dread not yet their lives' dcftruftion. 

Tarn. Ah, my fweet Moor^ fweeter to me than life. 

Aar. No more, great Emprefs, Baffianus comes ; 
Be crofs with him, an^l I'll go fetch thy fons 
To back thy quarrels, whatfoe'er they be. [Exii. 

SCENE V. 

Enter Baffianus and Lavinia. 

Baf'WT^OM have we here? Rome's royal Era- 

VV perefs? 

Unfurnifli'd of her well-befeeming troops ? 
Oris it Di^n^ habited like her. 
Who hath abandoned her holy groves, 
To fee ih« general Hunting in this foreft ? 

Tarn, Saucy controuller of our private fteps : 
Had I the power, that, fome fay, Dian had. 
Thy temples fhould be planted prefently 
With horns, as \v2ls A3Uons\ and the hounds 
Should drive upon thy new-transformed limbs. 
Unmannerly Intruder as thou art ! 

Lav. Under your patience, gentle Emperefs, 
Tis thought, youiiave a goodly gift in horning; 
And to be doubted, that your Moor and you 
Are fingled forth to try experiments : 
Jove (hields your hulband from his hounds to day ! 

Vol. VIJ. L Ti's 
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'Tis pity they ihould take him for a flag. 

Baf. Believe me. Queen, your fwarth Cimmerian 
Doth make your honour of his body's hue. 
Spotted, detefted, and abominable, 
why are you fequcftred from all your train? 
Difmounted from your fnow-white goodly fteed. 
And wandred hither to an obfcure plot, 
Accompanied with a barbarous Moor^ 
If foul defire had not conduced you ? 

Lav, And being intercepted in your fport, 
Great reafon, that my noble lord be rated 

For faucincfs. 1 pray you, let us hence. 

And let her joy her raven-colour'd love ; 
This valley fits the purpofe pafling'well. 

Baf, The King my brother fhall have note of this. 

Lav, Ay, for thefe flips have made him noted long. 
Good King, to be fo mightily abufed. 

Tarn, Why have I patience to endure all this ? 

Enter Chiron and Demetrius. 

Bern, How now, dear Sovereign and our gracious 
Mother, 
Why does your Highnefs look fo pale and wan ? 

Tarn. Have I not reafon, think you, to look pale? 
Thefe two have tic'd me hither to this place, 
A barren and detcfled vale, you fee, it is. 
The trees, tho' fummer, yet forlorn and lean, 
Overcome with mofs, and baleful mincllo. 
Here never fliines the fun ; here nothing breeds, 
Unlefs the nightly owl, or fatal raven, 
And when they (hew'd me this abhorred pit. 
They told me, here at dead time of the night, 
A thoufand fiends, a thoufand hifling fnakes. 
Ten thoufand fwelling toads, as many urchins. 
Would make fuch fearful and confufed cries. 
As any mortal body, bearing it. 
Should ftraight fall mad, or clfe die fuddenly. 
No fooner had they told this hellifh tale, 

But 
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But ftraight they told me, they would bind mc hcrci 

Unto the body of a difmal yew; 

And leave me to this miferable death : 

And then they calVd mc foul adulterefs, 

Lafcivious Goth^ and all the bittereft terms 

That ever ear did hear to fuch efiFeft. 

And had you not by wondrous fortune come, 

This vengeance on me had they executed : 

Revenge it, as you love your Mother^s life; 

Or be ye nor from henceforth calTd my children. 

Dem. This is a witnefs that I am thy fon. 

[Stabs Baffianus. 

Chi, And this for me, flruck home lo (hew my 
ftrength. [Stabbing him likewije. 

Lav. I come Semiramis ; — nay, barbarous T'amora ; 
For no name fits thy nature but thy own. 

Jam. Give me thy poniard ; you fhall know, my 
boys. 
Your mother's hand fliall right your mother s wrong. 

Vem. Slay, Madam, here is more belongs to her; 
Firft, thrafh the corn, then after burn the ftraw: 
This minion flood upon her chaftity. 
Upon her nuptial vow, her loyalty, [tinefs ; 

* And with that painted Cope (he braves your migh- 
And ihall fhe carry this unto her grave? 

Chi. An if flie do, I would I were an Eunuch, 
Drag hence her hufband to fome fecret hole. 
And mike his dead trunk pillow to our luft. 

Tarn. But when you have the honey you deGre, 
Let not Uiis wafp out-live, us both to fling. 

Chi. I warrant. Madam, we will make that furc; 
Come, miftrefs, now perforce we will enjoy 
That nice-preferved honefty of yours. 

Lau. O Tamora^ thou bear'ft a woman's face 

Tarn. I will not hear her fpeak; away with her. 

It And with fhat painted Hope, ^c^] hceoirua ft and s upon hci Chaftity, 
and Nuptial Vows ; and upon the Merit of thefc braves the Queen.— 
Vic {houldnnd. And with this painted Cope* i. e, with this gay Covering 

L 9 Lav. 
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Lav. Sweet Lords, in treat her bear me but 
word 

Dem, Liften, fair Madam ; let it be your glory 
To fee her tears ; but be your heart to them. 
As unrelenting flints to drops of rain. 

Lav. When did the tyger's young ones teach the 
dam? 
O, do not teach her wrath ; (he taught it thee ; 
The milk, thou fuck'dft from her did turn to marble; 
Even at thy teat thou hadft thy tyranny. 
Yet every mother ^breeds not fons alike; 
Do Thou intreat her,fliew a woman pity. [To Chiron. 

Chi. What ! would'ft thou have me prove royfelf 
a ballard ? 

Lav. 'Tis true, the raven doth not hatch the lark : 
Yet have I heard, (Oh, could I find it now!) 
The lion, naov'd with pity, did endure 
To have his princely paws par'd all aw^y. 
Some fay that ravens fofler forlorn children. 
The whilft their own birds famifh in their nefls : 
Oh, be to me, tho' thy hard heirt fay, no. 
Nothing fo kind, but fomething pitiful. 

Tarn. 1 know not what it means : away with her. 

Lav. Oh, let me teach thee : for my father's fake, 
(That gave thee life, when well he might have flain 

thee) 
Be not obdurate, open thy deaf ears. 

Tarn. Hadfi thou in perfon ne'er offended me. 
Even for his fake am I now pitilefs : 
Remember, boys, I pour'd forth tears in vain. 
To fave your brother from the facrifice ; 
But fierce Andronkus would not relent : 
Therefore away with her, and ufe her as you will; 
The worfe to her, the better lov'd of me. 

Lav. O Tamora^^ be callM a gentle Queen, 
And with thine own hands" kill me in this place; 
For 'tis not life, that I have begg'd fo long; 
Poor I was flain, when Bajfianus dy'd. 

Tarn. 
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Tarn. What begg'ft thou then? fond woman, let 

me go. 
Lav, 'Tis prefent death I beg ; and one thing more. 
That womanhood denies my tongue to tell: 
O, keep me from their worfe-than-killing luft, 
And tumble me into fome loathfome pit ; 
Where never man's eye may behold my body ; 
Do this, and be a charitable murderer. 

Tarn. So (ho aid I rob my fweet fons of their fee. 
No ; let them fatisfy their luft on thee. 

Dem. Away ! For thou haft ftaid us here too long. 
Lav. No grace ? no woman-hood ? ah beaftly crea- 
ture ! 
The blot and enemy of our general name ! 
GonfuGon fall — -^ 

Chi, Nay, then Til ftop your mouth — bring thou 
her hufband : Dragging o^Lavinia. 

This is the hole, where Aaron bid us hide him. 

[Exeunt, 
Tarn. Farewel, my fons ; fee, that you make her 
furc. 
Ne'er let my heart know merry cheer indeed, 
'Till all th' Andronici be made away, 
Now will 1 hence to feek my lovely Moor^ 
And let my fpleenful fons this Trull deflour. [Exit, 

SCENE VI. 

Enter Aaron, with Quintus andMsLXCus, 

Aar, /^ O M E on, my lords, the better foot before ; 
V>* Strait will 1 bring you to the loathfome 
pit. 
Where I efpied the Panther faft afleep. 

Quin, My fight is very dull, whatever it bodes. 
Mar. And mine, I promifeyou; were't not for 
Ihame, » ^\ 

Well could I leave our fport to fleep a while. 

[Marcus /a//i into the pit, 
L 3 Quin. 
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Quin. What, art thou falFn? what fubtk hole ii 
this, 
Whofe mouth is covered with rude-growiag briars. 
Upon whofe leaves are drops of new-(hed blood. 
As frefh as morning-dew diftiird»on flowers? 
A very fatal place it feems to me : 
Speak, brother, haft thou hurt thee with the fall ? 

Mar. O brother, with the difmalleft objed 
That ever eye, with fight, made heart lament. 

Aar. Now will I fetch the King to find them herej 
That he thereby may have a likely guefs, 
How thefe were they, that made away his Brother. 

[Exit Aaron, 

SCENE VII. 

Mar.XJiJHY doft not comfort me, and help me out 
V V From this unhallow'd and blood-ilained 
hole? 

Qiiin^ I am furprizrcd with an uncouth fear; 
A chilling fweat o'er-runs my trembling joints; 
My heart fufpcfis, more than mine eye can fee. 

Mar, To prove thou haft a true-divining heart, 
Aaron and thou, look down into the den, 
And fee. a fearful fight of blood and death. 

Quin, Aaron is gone; and my compalTionate heart 
Will not permit my eyes once to behold 
The thing, whereat it trembles by funnife : 
O, tell me how it is ; for ne'er till now 
Was I a child, to fear I know not what. 

Mar. Lord Bajfianus lies embrewed here, 
,A11 on a heap,'like to a flaughter'd lamb. 
In this detefted, dark, blood-drinking pit. 

Quin. If it be dark, how doft thou know 'tis he? 

Mar. Upon his bloody finger he doth wear 
A precious ring, that lightens all the hole: 
Which, like a taper in fome monument, 
Doth ftiine upon the dead man's earthy cheeks ; 

And 
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And fliews the ragged entrails of this pit. 
So pale did fhine the moon on Pyramus, 
When he by night lay bathM in maiden blood. 

brother, help me with thy fainting hand, 
{If fear hath made thee faint, as me it hath) 
Out of this fell devouring receptacle, 

As hateful as Cocytus" mifty mouth. 

Quin. Reach me thy hand, that I may help thee 
out, 
Or, wanting ftrengih to do thee fo much good, 

1 may be pluck'd into the fwallowing womb 
Of this deep pit, poor Bajjianui grave. 

I have no ftrength to pluck thee to the brink. 

Mar. And I no ftrength to climb without thy help. 
Quin, Thy hand once more; I will not loofe again, 

'Till thou art here aloft, or I below. 

Thou canft not come to me, I come to thee. [Falls in. 

SCENE VIII. 

Enter the Emperor^ and Aaron. 

Sat. A LONG, with me — I'll fee what hole is herei 
jljL And what he is, that now is leap'd into't. 
Say -who art thou, that lately didft defcend 
Into this gaping hollow of the earth ? 

Mar. TW unhappy fon of old Andronictis^ 
Brought hither in a moft unlucky hour, 
To find thy brother Bajfutnus dead. 

Sat, My brother dead? I know, thou doft but jefl : 
He and his lady both are at the Lodge, 
Upon the north-fide of this pleafant chafe ; 
'Tis not an hour fince I left him there. 

Mar. We know not where you left him all alive, 
But out, alas! here have we found him dead. 

Enter Tamora with Attendants ; Andronicus, and Lucius. 

Tarn. Where is my lord, the King? [g"ef. 

Sat. Here, Tamora; though griev'd with killing 

L 4 Tarn. 
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Tarn. Where is thy brother Bajfianus 7 

Sat, Now to thebottomdoft thou fcarch my wound; 

Poor Bajfianus here lies murdered. 

Tarn, Then all too late I bring this fatal Writ, 

The coraplot of this timelefs tragedy; 

And wonder greatly, that man's face can fold 

In pleafing fmiles fuch murderous tyranny. - 

[She giveth Saturninus a letter, 

Saturninus reads the letter. 

And if we mifs to meet him handfomely. 

Sweet huntfman, Baffianus ^tis we mean; 

Do thou Jo much as dig the grave for him^ 

Thou know'Jl our meaning: lookjor thy reward 

Among the nettles at the elder-tree^ 

Which overjhades the mouth ojthatjame pit. 

Where we decreed to bury Baffianus. 

Do this^ andpurchaje us thy lajling friends. 

Oh, Tamora! was ever heard the like ? 
This is the pit, and this the elder-tree: 
Look, Sirs, if you can find the htintfman our. 
Til at (hould have murder'd Baffianus here. 

Aar. My gracious lord here is the bag of gold. 

Sat. Two of thy whelps, fell curs of bloody kind. 
Have here bereft my brother of his life. [To Titus. 
Sirs, drag them from the pit unto the prifon. 
There let them bide, until we have devis'd 
rSorae never-heard-of torturing pain for them. 

Tam, What, are they in this pit? oh -wondrous 
thing! 
How eafily murder is difcovered? 

. Tit, High Emperor, upon my feeble knee 
I beg this boon, with tears not lightly (bed. 
That this fell fault of my accurfed fons, 
(Accurfed, if the fault be proved in them — —) 

Sat, If it be prov'd I you fee, it is apparent. 
Who found this letter? Tamora^ was it you ? 

Tarn. 
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Tarn, Andronicus himfelf did take it up. 

Tit. 1 did, my lord, yet let me be their bail. 
For by my father's reverend tomb, I vow. 
They fliall be ready at your Highnefs' will, 
To anfwer their fufpicion with their lives. 

Sat, Thou (halt not bail them : fee, thou follow me: 
Some bring the murder'd body, fome the murderers. . 
Let them not fpeak a word, the guilt is plain*'; 
For by my foul, were there worfe end than death, 
That end upon them fhould be executed. 

Tarn, Andronicus^ I will entreat the King; 
Fear not thy fons, they fhall do well enough. 

Tit. Come, Lucius^ come, ftay not to talk with 
them. [Exeunt feverally. 

SCENE IX. 

Enter Demetrius and Chiron, with Lavinia^ raviJKd 
her hands cut off^ and her tongue cut out, 

Bern, Q O, now go tell (an if thy tongue can fpeak) 
O Who 'twas that cut thy tongue, and ra- 
vifli'd thee. 
Chi. Write down thy mind, bewray thy meaning fo; 
And (if thy ftumps will let thee) play the fcribe. 
Dem. See how with figns and tokens (he can fcroll. 
CAi.Go home, call for fweet water, walh thy hands. 
Dem. She has no tongue to call, or hands to wafli ; 
And fo let's leave her to her filent walks. 

Chi. If 'twere my cafe, I fhould go hang myfelf. 
Dem> If thou hadft hands to help thee knit the 
cordr. [Exeunt Dem. and Chiron. 

S C E N E X. 

Enter Marcus to Lavinia 

Mar. WT^ O's this, my Niece, that flies away fo 

VV faft? - 

Coufin, a word : where is your hufband? 

L3 If 
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If I do dream, \^ould all my wealth would wake me! 

If I do wake, fome planet ftrike me down>, 

That I may flumber in eternal fleep ! 

Speak, gentle Niece, what Ileru ungentle bands 

Have lopp'd, and hew'd, and made ihy body bare 

Of her two branches, thofe fweet ornaments, 

Whofe circling fhadows Kings have fought to fleep in? 

And might not gain fo great a happinefs. 

As have thy love ! why doft not fpeak to me ? 

Alas, a crimfon river of warm blood, 

Like to a bubbling fountain flirr'd with wind, 

Doth rife and fall between thy rofy lips^ 

Coming and going with thy honey breath. 

But, fure, fome Tereus hath defloured thee ; 

And, left thou fliould'ft*deteft him, cut thy tongue. 

Ah, now thou turn'ft away thy face for (hamc ! 

And, notwithftanding all this lofs of blood, 

(As from a conduit with their ilTuing fpouts,) 

Yet do thy cheeks look red as Titans face, 

Blufhing to be encou-ntred with a cloud.- ■ * ■ 

Shall I fpeak for thee? fliall 1 fay, tis fo ? 

O, that 1 knew thy heart, and knew the beaft, 

That I might rail at him to eafe my mind* 

Sorrow concealed, like an oven ftopt, 

Doth burn the heart to cinders where it is* 

Fair Philomela^ fhe but loft her tongue, 

And in a tedious fampler few'd her mind. 

But, lovely Niece, that Mean is cut from thee ; 

A craftier Tereus haft thou met withal. 

And he hath cut thofe pretty fingers off. 

That could have better few'd than FhiiomtL 

Oh, had the monftcr feen thofe lilly hands 

Tremble, like afpen leaves, upon a lute. 

And make the filken firings delight to kifs them; 

He would not then have touch'd them for his life* 

Or had he heard the heav'nly harmony, 

Which that fvyeet tongue hath made ; 

He 



Titus Andronicus. ^27 

He would have dropt his knife, and fell afleep. 
As Cerberus at the Thracian Poet's feet. 
Come, let us go, and make thy father blind ; 
For fuch a fight will blind a father's eye. 
One howr's itorm will drown the fragrant meads, 
"What will whole months of tears thy father's eyes ? 
Do not draw baA, for we will mourn with thee : 
Oh, could our mourning eafe thy mifery I [Exeunt, 



ACT III. SCENE I. 

A Strcd in Rome.' 

Enter the Judges and Senators^ with Marcus and Quintus 
bound, pajfing on thejlage to the place of execution^ and 
Titus going before^ pleading. 

Titus. 

HEAR me, great fathers noble Tribunes flay. 
For pity of mine age, whofe youth was fpent 
In dangerous wars, whilft you fecurely flept : 
For all my blood in Ronie^s great quarrel fhed. 
For all the frofty nights that I have watcht. 
And for thefe bitter tears, which you now fee 
Filling the aged wrinkles in my cheeks, 
Be pitiful to my condemned fons, 
Whofe fouls are* not corrupted, as 'tis thought. 
For two and twenty fons 1 never wept, 
Becaufe they died in Honour's lofty bed. 

[Andronicus lieth down, and the Judges pajs by him. 
For thefe, thefe, Tribunes, in the dull I write 
My heart's deeplangour, and ray foul's fad tears : 
Let my tears flanch the earth's dry appetite, 
My fons' fweet blood will make it Ihame and blufli : 
O earth ! I will befriend thee more with rain, 

[Exeunt. 
That fliall diftil from thefe two ancient urns, 

L 6 Than 
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Than youthful April {hill with all his (howers ; 
In fummer's drought FU drop upon thee fiill ; 
In winter, with warm tears FU melt the fnow ; 
And keep eternal fpring-time on thy face. 
So thou refafe to drink my dear fons' blood» 

Enter Lucius with his /ward drawn. 

Oh, reverend Tribunes ! gentle aged men I 
Unbind my fens, revcrfe the doom of death : 
And let roe fay, (that never wept before) 
My tears are now prevailing orators. 

Luc, Oh, noble father, you lament in vain; 
The Tribunes hear you not, no man is by; 
And you recount your forrows to a ftone. 

Tit. Ah, Lucius^ for thy brothers let me plead ;- 
Grave Tribunes, once more I intreat of you- 



Luc. My gracious lord, no Tribune hears you fpeak. 

'/i7. Why, 'tis no matter, man ; if they did hear, 
They would not mark mc; or if they did mark, 

They would not pity me. 

Therefore I tell my forrows to the flones, 

Who, tho' they cannot anfwer my diftrefs, 

Yet in fome fort they're better than the Tribunes, 

For that they will not intercept my tale ; 

When I do weep, they humbly at my feet 

Receive my tears, and feem to weep with me ; 

And were they but attired in grave weeds, 

Rome could afford no Tribune like to thefe. 

A ftone is foft as wax,Tribunes more hard than ftones: 

A ftone is filent, and offendeth not. 

And Tribunes with their tongues doom men to death. 

Bat wherefore ftand'ft thou with thy weapon drawn? 

Luc. To refcue my two brothers from their death ; 
For which attempt, the judges have pronounced 
My everlafting doom of banifliment. 

Tit, O happy man, they have befriended thee: 
Why, foolilh Lucius^ doft thou not perceive, 
Thdit Rome is but a wildernefs of Tygers; 

Tygers 
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Tygcrs muft prey, and Rome affords no prey 
But me and mine ; how happy art thou then. 
From thefe devourers to be banifh'd ? 
But who comes with our brother Marcus herc^ 

SCENE II. 

Enter Marcus, and Lavinia. 
Mar. *Y^ITUS, prepare thy noble eyes to weep, 
-^ Or, if not fo, thy noble heart to break: 
I bring confuming forrow to thine age. 

Tit, Will it confume me ? let me fee it then. 

Mar, This was thy daughter. 

Tit. Why, Marcus, fo (he is. 

Luc, Ah me ! this objed kills me. 

Tit. Faint-hearted boy, arife and look upon her: 
Speak, my Lavinia, what accurfed hand 
Hath made thee handlefs, * in thy father's fpight? 
What fool hath added water to the fea? 
Or brought a faggot to bright-burning Troy? 
My grief was at the height before thou cam'ft, 
And now, like Nitus^ it difdaineth bounds : 
Give me a fword, Dl chop off my hands too, 
For they have fought for Romc^ and all in vain : 
And they have nurs'd this woe, in feeding life : 
In bootlefs prayer have they been held up, 
And they have ferv'd me to effeftlefs ufe. 
Novv all the fervice I require of them. 
Is that the one will help to cut the other: 
'Tis well, Lavinia, that thou haft no hands. 
For hands to do Rome fervice are but vain. 

Luc. Speak, gentle fitter, who hath martyr'd thee? 

Mar. O, that delightful engine of her thoughts. 
That blab'd them with fuch pleafing eloquence, 
Is torn from forth that pretty hollow cage, 
Where, like a fweet melodious bird, it fung 
Sweet various notes^ inchanting every ear .• 

Luc. O, fay thou for her, who hath done this deed? 

at in thjf Jether i ^%ht] We fliould read jJ>y^A/, " Warb. 

Mar. 
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Mar. O, thus I found her ftraying in the park. 
Seeking to hide herfelf ; as doth the deer. 
That hath received feme unrecuring wound. 

Tii. It was my Deer ; and he, that wounded her^ 
Hath hurt me more than had he kili*d me dead; 
For now I (land, as one upon a rock, 
Environed with a wildernefs of fea. 
Who marks the waxing tide grow wave by wave; 
Expeding ever when fome envious furge 
Will in his brini{h bowels fwallow him. 
This way to death my wretched fons are gone:' 
Here ftands my other fon, a baniOi'd man ; 
And here my brother, weeping at my woes. 
But that, which gives my foul the greateft Ipurn, 

Is dear Lavinia, dearer than my foul. 

Had I but feen thy pidure in this plight. 

It would have madded me. What (hall I do. 

Now I behold thy lovely body fo ? 

Thou haft no hands to wipe away thy tears. 

Nor tongue to tell me who hath martyr'd thee ; 

Thy hulband he is dead; and for his death 

Thy brothers are condemned, and dead by this. 

Look, Marcus! ah, fon Lucius^ look on her: 

When I did name her brothers, then fre(h tears 

Stood on her cheeks ; as doth the honey-dew 

Upon a gathei'd lily almolt withered. 

Mar. Perchance, (he weeps becaufe they kili'd her 
hufband. 
Perchance, becaufe (he knows them innocent. 

Tit. If they did kill thy hufband, then be joyful, 
Becaufe the law hath ta'en revenge on them.' 
No, no, they would not do fo foul a deed ; 
Witnefs the forrow, that their fifter makes. 
Gentle Lavinia^ let me kifs thy lips. 
Or make fome figns how I may do thje eafe : 
Shall thy good uncle, and thy brother Lucius^ 
And thou, and I, (it round about fome fountain, 
Looking all downwards to behold our cheeks, 

How 
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How they are ftain'd like meadows yet not dry 

With mirey (lime left on them by a flood ? 

And in tlie fountain (hall we gaze fo long, 

'Till the frefli tafle be taken from that clearnefs, 

And made a brine^pit with oui> bitter tears ? 

Or (hall we cut away our hands like thine ? 

Or (hall we bite our tongues, and in dumb (hows 

Pafs the remainder of our hateful days? 

What (hall we do? let \xs^ that have our tongues, 

Plot fome device of furlher mifery. 

To make us wondred at ifi time to come. 

Luc. Sweet father, ceafe your tears ; for, at your 
grief, 
See, how my wretched filler fobs and weeps. 

Mar. Patience, dear Niece ; good TV/uj, dry thine 
eyes. 

Jit. Ab, Marcus., Marcus ! brother, well I wot. 
Thy napkin cannot drink a tear of mine. 
For thou, poor man, haft drown'd it with thine own. 

Luc. Ah, my Lavinia, I will wipe thy cheeks. 

Til. Mark, Marcus^ mark; I underftand her figns ; 
Had (he a tongue to fpeak, now would (he fay 
That to her brother which I faid to thee. 
His napkin, with his true tears all bewet, 
Can do no fervice on her forrowful cheeks. 
Oh what a fympathy of woe is this I 
As far from help as Limbo is from blifs. 

SCENE III. 

Enter Aaron. 

Aar. ^T'ITUS Andronkus^ my lord the Emperor 

-^ Sends thee this word ; that if thou love thy 
fons. 
Let MtfrcKJ, Lucius^ or thyfelf, old Tkus., 
Or any one of you, chop off your hand, 
And fend it to the King ; he for the fame 
Will fend thee hither both thy fons alive, 

And 
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And that (hall be the ranfom for their fault. 

Tit, Oh, gracious Emperor! oh, gentle Aaron! 
Did ever raven ling fo like a lark. 
That gives fweet tidings of the Sun's uprife ? 
"With all my heart, Fll fend the Emperor my hand ; 
Good Aaron^ wilt thou help to chop it off? 

Luc, Stay, father, for that noble hand of thine,. 
That hath thrown down fo many enemies. 
Shall not be fent; my hand will ferve the turn. 
My youth can better fpare my blood than you. 
And therefore mine fliall fave my brothers' lives. 

Mar, Which of your hands hath not defended JSomr, 
And rear'd aloft the bloody battle-ax 
Writing Deftrudion on the enemies' Callle ? 
Oh, none of Both but are of high defert: 
My hand hath been but idle, let it ferve 
To ranfom my two Nephews from their death ; 
Then have I kept it to a worthy end. 

Aar, Nay, come, agree, whofe hand fliall go along^ 
For fear they die before their Pardon come. 

Afar. My hand ftiall go. 

Luc, By heav'n, it fliall not go. 

Tit, Sirs, ftrive no more, fuch withered herbs as 
thefe 
Are meet for plucking up, and therefore mine. 

Luc, Sweet father, if I fliall be thought thy fon, 
Let me redeem my brothers Both from death. 

Mar, And for our father's fake, and mother's care, 
Now let me fliew a brother's love to thee. 

Tit^ Agree between you, I will fpare my hand. 

Luc, Then TU go fetch an ax. 

Mar. But I will ufe the ax. 

[ExmrU Lucius and Marcus. 

Tit, Come hither, Aaron I'll deceive them both, 
Lend me thy hand, and I will give thee mine. 

Aar, If that be call'd deceit, I will be honeft^ 
And never, whilft I live, deceive men fo. 
But I'll deceive you in another fort, 

And 
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And that, youMl fay, ere half ati hour pafs. [Afide^ 

[He cuts o^Titus'j hand^ 

Enter Lucius and Marcus again. 

Tit. Now flay yourftrife; what (hall be, is dif- 
patch'd : 
Good Aaron^ give his Majefty my hand; 
Tell him it was a hand that warded him 
From thoufand dangers, bid him bury it : 
More iiath it merited t that let it have. 
As for my fons, fay, I account of them 
As jewels purchased at an eafy price ; 
And yet dear too, becaufe I bought mine own. 

Aar. I go, Andronicus; and for thy hand 
Look by and by to have thy fons with thee : 
Their heads, I mean. — Oh, how this villany [AJidiB 
Doth fat me with the very thought of it ! 
Let fools do good, and fair men call for grace, 
^aro^. will have his foul black like his face. [Exit* 

SCENE IV. 

Tit./^ Hear! 1 lift this one hand up to heav'n, 

V>/ And bow this feeble ruin to the earth ; 
If any Power pities wretched tears, 
To that I call : What, wilt thou kneel with me ? 
Do then, dear heart, for heav'n (hall hear oui prayers. 
Or with our fighs we'll breathe the welkin dim. 
And ftain the fun with fogs, as fometime clouds, ' 
When they do hug him in their melting bofoms. 

Mar, Oh ! brother, fpeak wifh poflibilities. 
And do not break into thefe woe-extremes. 

Tit, Is not my forrow deep, having no bottom? 
Then be my paflions botlomlefs with them. 

Mar. But yet let reafon govern thy Lament. 

Tit. If there were reafon for thefe miferies. 
Then into limits could I bind my woes. 
When heav'n doth weep, doth not the earth overflow ? 

If 
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If the winds rage^ doth not the fea wax mad, 
Threalning the welkin with his big-fwolfn face ? 
And wilt ihou have a reafon for this coil ? 
I am the fea; hark, how her fighs do blow; 
She is the weeping welkin^.I the earth : 
Then muft my fea be moved with her fighs. 
Then muft my earth with her continual tears 
Become a deluge, overflowed and drown'd: 
For why, my bowels cannot hide her woes. 
But, like a drurvkard, muft I vomit them ; 
Then give me leave, for lofers will have leave 
To eafe their ftomachs with their bitter tongues* 

Enter a MeJJenger^ bringing in two luads and a hand, 

Mef Worthy Andrcnicuf^ ill art thou repay 'd 
For that good hand thou fcnt'ft the Emperor ; 
Here are the heads of thy two noble fons, 
And here's thy hand in fcorn to theefent back; 
Thy grief's their fport, thy refolution mockt : 
That woe is me to think upon thy woes. 
More than remembrance of my father's death. [£xiV. 

Mar. Now let hot'jEtna cool in SicHj, 
And Be my heart an ever-burning hell ; 
Thefe miferies are more than may be borne ? 
To weep with them that weep doth eafe fome deal, 
But forrow flouted at is double death. 

Luc. Ah, that this fight fhould make fo deep a 
wound. 
And yet detefted life not flirink thereat ; 
That ever death fliould let life bear his name. 
Where life hath no more intereft but to breathe. 

Mar, Alas, poor heart, that kifs is comfortlefs. 
As frozen water to a ftarved fnake. 

Tit. When will this fearful flumber have an end? 

Mar* Now, farewel, flattery ! die, Andronicus ; 
Thoudoft not flumber; fee, thy two fons' heads; 
Thy warlike. hand, thy mangled daughter here; 
Thyother banifli'd fon with this dear fight 

Struck 



Titus An-dronxcus. 235 

Struck-palc and bloodlefs ; and thy brother I, 
Even like a ftony image, cold and numb. 
Ah ! now no more will I controul thy griefs ; 
Rend off thy filver hair, thy other hand 
Gnawing with thy teeth, and be this difmal fight 
The cloGng up of your moft wretched eyes I 
Now is a time to ftorm, why art thou ftill ? 

Tit. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Mar, Why doft thou laugJi? it fits not with this 
hour. 
, TU, Why, I have not another tear to (bed^ 
Befides, this forrow is an enemy. 
And would ufurp upon my watry eyes. 
And make them blind with tributary tears ; 
Then which way (hall I find Revenge's Cave ? 
For ihefe two heads do feem to fpeak to me, 
And threat me, I (hall never come to blifs, 
'Till all thefc mifcbicfs be returned again, 
Even in their throats that have committed them. 

Gom«, let me fee, what talk 1 have to do^ • . 

You heavy people, circle me about ; 

That I may turn me to each one of you. 

And fwear unto my foul to right your wrong*. 

The vow is made ; — come, brother, take a head. 

And in this hand the other will I bear ; 

Lavinia^ thou (halt be employ'd in thefe things^ 

Bear thou my hand, fweet wench, betwcefi thy t^eth ; 

As for. thee, boy, go get thee from my fight. 

Thou art an Exile, and thou muft not ftay. 

Hie to the Goths, and raife an army there ; 

And if you love me, as I think you do. 

Let's kifs and part, for we have much to do [Exeunt. 

s c E N E V. 

Manet Lucius. ^ 

LMf.T?AREWEL, Andronicus, ray noble' father, 
JL The .-wofurft m^n that ever liv'd in Rome ; 

Farewel, 
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Farcwel, proud Rome; 'till Lucius come again^ 

He leaves his pledges dearer than his life ; 

Farewcl, Lavmia^ my noble fitter, 

O, 'would thou wert as thou tofore haft been I 

But now nor Lucius nor Lavinia lives. 

But in oblivion and hateful griefs ; 

li Lucius live, he will requite your wrongs. 

And make proud Saturninus and his Emprefs 

Beg at the gates, like Tarquin and his Queen. 

Now will I to the Goths^ and raife a Power, 

To be reveng'd on Rome and Saturnine. [Exit Lucius* 

SCENE VI. 

An Apartment in TitusV Hoi^e. 

A Banq.uet. 

Enter Titus, Marcus, Lavinia, and young Lucius, a 

Boy. 
Tit, Q O, fo, now fit ; and look, you eat no more 

O Than will preferve juft fo much flrcngth in us, 
As will revenge thefe bitter woes of ours. 
Marcus, unknit that forrow-wreathcn knot ; 
Thy Niece and I, poor creatures, want our hands. 
And cannot paffionate our ten-fold grief 
"With folded arms. This poor right hand of mine 
Is left to tyrannize upon my breaft ; 
And ^yheh my heart, all mad with mifery, 
Beats in this hollow prifon of my flelh. 

Then thus 1 thump it down. 

Thou map of woe, that thus doth talk in figns I 
When thy poor heart beats with outragious beating, 
Thou canft not flrike it thus to make it ftill; 
"Wound it with fighing, girl, kill it with groans ; 
Or get fome little knife between thy teeth. 
And juft againft thy heart make thou a hole. 
That all the tears, that thy poor eyes let fall. 
May run into that fink, and foaking in» 

Drown 
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Drown the lamenting fool in fea-falt tears. 

Alar. Fie, brother, fie, teach her not thus to lay 
Such violent hands upon her tender life. 

Tit, How now ! has forrow made thee doat already ? 
Why, Marcus^ no man fhould be mad but I; 
What violent hands can flie lay on her life ? 
Ah, wherefore doft thou urge the name of hands, — 
To bid ^n^aj tell the tale twice o'er. 
How Troj was burnt, and he made raiferablc ? 

handle not the theme ; no talk of hands, 

Left we remember ilill, that we have none* 

Fie, fie, how franticly I fquare my talk. 
As if we Ihould forget we had no hands. 
If Marcus did not name the word of hands ? 
Come, let's fall to, and, gentle girl, eat this. 
Here is no drink : hark, Marcus^ what (he fays, 

1 can interpret all her martyr'd figns ; 

She fays, ihe drinks no other drink but tears, 

Brew'd with her forrows, mefh'd upon her cheeks : 

Speechlefs complaint ! — 0,I will learn thy thought; 

In thy dumb adion will I be as perieft, 

As begging hermits in their holy prayers. 

Thou ihalt not figh, nor hold thy flumps to heav'n. 

Nor wink^ nor nod, nor kneel, nor make a fign. 

But I, of thefe, will reft an alphabet. 

And byftill praflice learn to know thy meaning. 

Boy. Good grandfire, leave thefe bitter, deep, la- 
ments; 
Make my Aunt merry with fome pleafing tale. 

Mar, Alas, the tender boy, in pafiion mov'd, 
Doth weep to fee his grandfire's heavinefs. 

Tit. Peace* tender fapling ; thou art made of tears. 
And tears will quickly melt thy life away. 

,[MdiXcns fir ikes the dijh with a knife. 
What doft thou ftrike at, Marcus^ with thy knife? 

Mar. At That that I have kilFd, my lord, a fly. 

Tit. Out on thee, murderer ; thou kill'ft my heart; 
Mine eyes are cloy'd with view of tyranny : 

A 
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A deed of death done on the innocent 
Becomes not Titus^ brother; get thee gone, 
I fee, thou art not for my company. 

Mar. Alas, my lord, I have but kill'd a fly. 

'jfii. But ? how if that fly had a father and 

mother ? 
How would he hang his flender gilded wings. 
And buz lamenting Doings in the air ? 
Poor harmlefs fly. 

That with his pretty buzzing melody. 
Came here to make us merry ; 
And thou haft kiB'd him. 

Mar, Pardon me, Sir, it was a black ill-favour d 

fly. 

Like to the Emprefs' Moor; therefore I killM him. 

Tit. O, O, O, 
Then pardon me for reprehending thee, 
For thou haft done a charitable deed ; 
Give me thy knife, 1 will infult on him, 
Fladering myfelf, as if it were the Moor 
Come hither purpofely to poifon me. 
There's for thyfelf, and that's for Tamora :. 
Yet ftill, I think, we are not brought fo low. 
But that between us we can kill a fly. 
That comes in likenefs of a cole black Moor, 

Mar, Alas, poor man, grief has fo wrought on 
him^ 
He takes falfe fliadows for true fubftances. 
Come, take away ; Lavinia^ go with me ; 
^ni to thy clofet, and go read with thee 
Sad flories, chanced in the times of old. 
Come, boy, and go with me ; thy fight is young. 
And thou flult read, when mine begins to dazzle. 

[Exeunt, 

ACT 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 

TITUS'^ HOUSE. 

Enter young Lucius, and Lavinia running after him ; 
and the boy flies from her, xvith his books under his arm. 
Enter Titus, and Marcus. 

Boy. 

HELP, grandfire, help; my Aunt I^t;in//i 
Follows me every where, I know not why. 
Good uncle Marcus, fee, how fwift (he comes : 
Alas, fweet Aunt, T know not what you mean. 

Mar. Stand by me, Lucius^ do not fear thy Aunt. 

Tit. She loves thee, boy, too well to do thee harm. 

Boy. Ay, when my father was in Rome^ {be did. 

Alar, What means my Niece Lavinia by thefe figns ? 

Tit. Fear thou not, jLttaW,fomewhat doth {he mean: 
See, Lucius^ fee, how much {he makes of thee : 
Some whither^would {lie have thee g6 with her. 
Ah, boy, Cornelia never with more care 
Read to her fons, than {he hath read to thee, 
Sweet poetry, and Tw/Z/s oratory: 
Canft thou not guefs wherefore {he plies thee thus ? 

Boy. My lord, I know not, I, nor can I guefs, 
Unlefs feme {It or frenzy do polTefs her: 
For I have heard my grandfire fay full oft, 
Extremity of grief would make men mad. 
And I have read, that Hecuba of Troy 
Ran mad through forrow ; that made me to fear; 
Although, my lord, 1 know my noble Aunt 
Loves me as dear as e'er my Mother did : 
And would not, but in fury, fright my youth; 
Which made me down to throw rrty books, ancffly, 
Caufelefs, perhaps ; but pardon me, fweet Aunt ; 
And, Madam, if my uncle Marcus go, 
' I will moft willingly attend your ladyfhip. 

Mar, 
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Mar. Lucius^ I will. 

Tit. How now, Lavinia ? Marcus^ what means this? 
Some book there is that (he deGres to fee. 
Which is it, girl, of thefe? open them, boy. 
But thou art deeper read, and better {kilFd : 
Come and make choice of ail my library. 
And fo beguile thy forrow, 'till the heav'ns 
Reveal the damn'd contriver of this deed : 
Why lifts Ihe up her arms in fequence thus ? 

Mar. I think, (he means, that there was more than 
one 
Confederate in the fafi. Ay, more there was : 
Or elfe to heav'n (he heaves them for revenge. 

Tit. Lucius^ what book is that (he tolTes fo ? 

Boy. Grandfire, 'tis OvicTs Metamorphqfes; 
My Mother gave it me. 

Mar. For love of her that's gone. 
Perhaps (he cull'd it from among the reft. 

Tit. Soft ! fee, how bufily (he turns the leaves I 
Help her: what would (he find? Lavinia, (hall I 

read ! 
This, is the tragic Tale of Philomel 
And treats of Tereus" treafon and his rape ; 
And rape, I fear, was root of thine annoy. 

Mar. See, brother, fee ; note, how (he quotes the 
leaves. 

Tit. Lavinia^ wert thou thus furpriz'd, fwcet girl, 
Ravi(h'd and wrong'd as Philomela was, 
Forc'd in the ruthlefs, vaft, and gloomy woods ? 

See, fee ; 

Ay, fuch a place there is, where we did hunt, 
(O had we n.ever, never, hunted there !) - 
Pattern'dby That the Poet here defcribes, 
By nature made for-murders and for rapes. 

Mar. O, why (hould Nature build fo foul a den, 
Unlefs the Gods delight in tragedies ! 

Tit. Give (igns, fweet Girl, for here are none but 
friends. 

What 



Titus Andronicits. 54^ 

'What Roman lord it was durfl do the deed ; 
*Or flunk not Saturnine^ as tarquin erft. 
That left- the camp to fin in Lucrece bed? 

Mar. Sit down, fwect niece; brother, fit down by 
me. 
Apollo^ V-allas^ Jove^ or Mercury^ 
Infpire me, that I may this treafon find. 
My lord, look here ; look here, Lavinia. 

[He writes his name with hisjlqff\ and guides i^ 
with his feet and mouth. 

This Tandy Plot -is plain; guide, if thou-canfi. 
This after me, when i have writ my name. 
Without the help of any hand at all. 
Curft be that heart that fore- d. us to this fliift"! 
Write thou good niece ; and here difplay, at leaft. 
What God will have difcover'd for revenge; 
Heav'n guide thy pen, to print thy forrows plain. 
That we may know the traitors, and the truth! 

[She takes thejlaffin her mouth, and guides it with 
herjlumps, and writes. 

Tit. Oh, do you read, my lord, what flie hath writ? 
'Stuprum^ Chiron^ Demetrius. 

Mar. What, what!-^the luftful fons of Tamoru 
Performers of this. hateful bloody deed? 

Tii. Magne Regtrnt^ Poli^ 
Tarn lentus audis fcelera ! tarn Untus vides! 

Mar. Oh, calm thee, gentle lord ; although, I 
know, 
There is enough written upon this earth. 
To (lir a mutiny in the mildefl thoughts. 
And arm the minds of Infants >to .exclaims. - 
My lord, kneel dov^n with me: Lavinia kneel. 
And. kneel,. fweet boy, the Roman HeHor^sHope^ 
And fwear with me, (as, with the woful peer, 
And father, of that cbafie difhonour'd Dame, 
Xord Jurtius Brutus fware for Lucrece' rape,) 

Vox. VU. M Th»t 
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That we will profecute (by good advice) 
Mortal revenge uppn thcfe traiterous Geths; 
And fee their blood, or die with this reproach. 

TiL 'Tis fure enough, if you knew how. 
But if you hurt thefe bear- whelps, then beware^ 
The dam will wake; and if flie wind you once. 
She's with the lion deeply flill in league ; 
And lull^ him whilft (he playeth on her back. 
And, when he fieeps, Tvill (he do what (he li(t. 
You're a young Huntfman, Marcus^ let it alone; 
And come, I will go get a leaf of brafs. 
And with a gad of fteel will write thefe words. 
And lay it by ; the angry northern wind 
Will blow thefe fands, like SAyCs leaves, abroad. 
And wbere's your lelFon then ? boy, what fay you I 

Boy. I fay, my lord, that if I were a man. 
Their mother's bed-chamber (hould not be fafe. 
For tbefe bad bond-men to the yoke of J^orn^. 

Mar. Ay, that's my boy ! thy toher hath full oft 
For this ungrateful Country done the like. 

Boy, And, nuncle, fo will I, an if I live. 

Tit, Come, go with me into my armoury. 
Lucius, I'll fit thee ; and withal, my boy 
Shall carry from me to the Emprels' fons 
Prefents, that I intend to fend them both. 
Come, come, thou'lt do my meflfage, wilt thou not? 

Boy. Ay, with, my dagger in their bofom, grand* 
fire. 

Tii. No, boy, not fo ; I'll teach thee anoth» 
courfe. 
Lavinia^ come; Marcus^ look to my Houfe^ 
Lucius and I'll go brave it at the Court, 
Ay, marry, will we,. Sir ; and we'll be waited on. 

[Eiteunt. 

Mar. O heavens, can you hear a good man groan, 
And not relent, or not compaflion him ? 
Marcus, attend him in his ecfiafy. 
That hath more fears of forrow in his heart, * 

Thaa . 
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Than foc-tnen's marks upon his batterM ftiield ; 
Bat yet fo juft, that he will not revenge ; 
Revenge thee, Heav'ns I for old Andronkus, [ExiL 

SCENE II. 

Changes to the Palace. 

JSnter Aaron, Chiron, and Demetrius ai one door: 
and at another door young Lucius and another, witk 
a bundle of weapons and verfes writ upon them, 

^Chi. riEMETRIUS, here's the Son oi Lucius; 
-*-^ He hath fome meffage to deliver us. 
Aar> Ay, fome mad meffage from his mad grand- 
father. 
Boy, My lords, with all the humblenefs I may, 
i greet your Honours from Andronicus ; 
And pray the Roman Gods, confound you Both. 
Dem. Gramercy, lovely Lucius, what's the news ? 
Boy. That you are both decypher'd (that's the 
news) 
Tor villains mark'd with rape. May it pleafe you, 
My grandBre, well advis'd, hath fcnt by nle 
The goodlieft weapons of his armoury. 
To gratify yotir honourable youth. 
The hope of Rome ; for fo he bad me fay : 
And fb I do, and with his gifts prefent 
Your lordfhips, that whenever you have need, 
You may be armed and appointed well. 
And fo I leave you, both, like bloody villains. [Exit. 
Dem. What's here, a fcroll, and written round 
about ? 
i-et's fee. 

Integer vita^/celefi/que purus, 
Non eget Mauri jacuUs nee atcu. 

Chi. O, 'tis a vcrfe in Horace, I know it well : 
I read it in the Grammar long ago. 
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Aar. Ay,juft; b. vcrk in Horace right, you 

have it 

Now, what a thing it is to be an Afs ? 

Here^s no fondjeft; th^ old man hath found their 

guilt. 
And fends the weapons wrapM about with lines. 
That wound, beyond their feeling, to the quick : 
But were our witty Emprefs well a-foot. 
She would applaud Andrmicui conceit : 
Bui let her re& in her unrefi a while. 
And now, young lords, was't not a happy ftar 
Led us to Kome firangers, and more, than fo. 
Captives, to be advanced to this height? 
It did me good before the Palace-gate 
To brave the Tribune in his Brother's hearing. 

Lem. But me more good, to fee fo great a lord 
Bafely infinuate, and fend us gifts. 

Aar. Had he not reafon, lord.D^m^/riMi ? 
Did you not ufe his daughter very friendly ? 

Bern. I would, we had a thoufand Roman dames 
At fuch a bay, by turn to ferve our luft. ^ 

CAi. A charitable wi(h, and full of love. 

Aar, Here lacketh but your mother to fay Amen. 

Chi, And that wouldlhe for twenty thoufand more. 

Dem. Come,' let us go, and pray to all the Gods 
For our beloved mother, in her pains. 

Aar. Pray lo the devils ; the Gods have given u« 
ovier [Eourijk. 

Dem. Why do the Emptor's trumpets flouriih 
thus ? 

Chi. Belike, for joy the Emptor hath a fon. 

Dem. ' Soft, who comes here ? 

SCENE in. 

Enter Nurfe, with a Black-a-moor Chttd. 

Jiur.f^ OOD morrow, lords : 

\jr O, tell me^ did you fee Aar<fn the Mc<frf 

Aau 
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Aar. Well, more or lefs, or ne'er a whit at all. 
Here Aaron is, and what with Aaron now ? 

Nur, O gentle Aaron^ we are all undone: . 
Now help, or woe betide thee evermore ! 

Aar. Why, what a caterwauling dofts thou keep? 
What doll thou wrap and fumble in thine arms? 

Mur. O that which I wouW bide from heaven'r 
eye, , 

Our Emprefs" fliame, and ftately Roirie s difgrace». 
She is delivered, lords, flbe is deliver' d. 

Aar. To whom ? 

JVwr. I mean^ (he is' brought to bed. 

Aar, Well, God give her good reft! 
What hath he fent-her ? 

Jiur. A devil. 

Aar. Why, then file is the devil's dam: a joyful 
iffue. 

Jiur. A joylefs, difmal, black, and forrowful ifiue. 
Here is the babe^ as loathfome as a toad, 
Amongft the faireft breeders of our clime. 
The Emprefr fends it thee, thy ftamp, thy feal': 
And bids thee chriftcn it with thy dagger's point. 

Aar. Out, out^ you whore ! is black fo bafe a- 
Hue? 
Sweet blowfe, you are a beauteous bloflbm, fure^ 

Dem. Villain, what haft thou done ? 

Aar. That which thou canft not undo. 

Cku Thou haft undone our mother. 

Dem% Woe to her chance, and damn'd her loathed- 
choice, 
AccursM the offspring of fpfoid a fiend:r 

Chi. It fliall not live. 

Aar. It ihall not die. 

Jfur. Aaron, it muft, the Mother wills it Co. 

Aar. What, muft it, nurfe ? then let no man but I^ 
Do execution on my flcfli and blood. 

Dem^ I'll broach the tadpole on my rapier's point: 
Nurfe, give it me, my f word fliall foon difpatch it. 

M 3, Aar. 
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Aar. Soancrthis fword (hall plough thy bowels upw 
Stay, murderous villains, will you kill y^ur brother? 
Now, by the buraing tapers of the (ky. 
That (hone fo brightly when: this boy was got. 
He dies upon my Scymitaf^s iharp pointy 
That touches this my firfi-.botn fon and heir. 
I tell you, Younglings, not Enceladus 
With all his threatning band of TypborCs broody 
Nor great Aleides^ nor the God of war. 
Shall feize this prey out of his father s hands. 
What, what, ye fanguine fliallow-hearted boys. 
Ye white-Iim'd walls, ye ale^houfe parinted figns^ 
Coal-black is better than anothei- hue: 
In that it fcorns to bear another hue : 
For all the water in the ocean 
Can never tura the fwans black legs to white,. 
Although fhe lave them hourly in the flood. 
Tell the Emprefs from me. I am of age 
To keep mine own ; excufe it, how (he can. 

Dim. Wilt thou betray thy poble miflrefa thus? 

Aar. My miftrefs is my miftrefs; this, myfelf 
The vigour and the pifiure of my youth. 
This, before all the world, do I prefer; 
This, maugre all the world, will I keep fafe ; 
Olr fome of you (hall fmoke for it in Rome, 

Dem. By this our mother is for ever (ham'd. 

GAi. Rome will defprfe her for this foul efcape. 

JVur. The Emperor ip his rage will doom her 
death. 

Chi. Iblufli to think upon this ignominy. 

Aar, Why, there's the privilege your beauty bears. r 
Fie, treacherous hue, that will betray with blulhing 
The clofe enads and counfels of the heart ! 
Here's a young lad framM of another leer, 
Look,*how the black flave fniiles upon the father; 
As who fhould fay, * Old lad, I. am thine own.' 
He is your |;)rother, lords ; fenfibly fed 
Of thairclf-bload, that fiyft gaveiife to you ; 

And 
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And from that womb, where you iraprifon'd were. 
He is infranchifed and come to light : 
Nay, he's your brother by the furer fide ; 
Although my feal is ftampcd in his face. 

Nur. Aaron, what flrall I fay unto the Emprefs? 

Dem. Advife thee, Aaron, what is to be done. 
And we will all fubfcribe to thy advice t 
Save you the child, fo we may be all fafe. 

Aar. Then fit we down, and let us all confult. 
My fon and I will have the wind of you : 
keep there : now talk at pleafure of your fafety, 

[They Jit on the ground, 

Dem^ How many.women faw this child of his ? 

Aar. Why, fo, brave lords-, when we all join in* 
league, 
I am a lambr but if you brave the Moor^ 
The chafed boar, the mountain lionefs;? 
The ocean fwells not fo as Aaron ftorms : 
But fay again, how many faw the child ? 

Nur. Cornelia the midwife, and myfelf 

And no one elfe but the deiiverM Emprefs, 

Aar. The Emprefs, the midwife, and yourfelf — 
Two may keep counfel, when the third's away: 
Go to the Emprefs, tellher, this I faid — [He kills her. 
Week, — week ! — fo cries a pig, prcpar'd to th'fpit. 

Deny What mean'ft thou, Aaron} wherefore didft- 
thou this ? 

Aar. O lord. Sir, 'tis a deed of policy : 
Shall ftie live to betray this guilt of ours? 
A long tongu'd babbling golfip ? no, lords, no^ 
And now be it known to you ray full intent : 
Not far, one Muliteus lives, my countryman, 
His wife but yefternight was brought to bed, 
His child is like to her, fair as you are : 
Go pack with him, and give the mother gold; 
And tell them both the circumftance of all; 
And how by this their child Ihall be advand'd. 
Add be rcdeiv^d for the Emp'ror's heir, 

M 4. And 
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And fubftituted in the place of mine. 

To calm this tempeft whirling in the Court ; 

And let the Emperor dandle him for his own. 

Hark ye, my lords, ye fee, I have given her phylic; 

And you mud needs beftow her funeral ; 

The nelds are near, and you are gallant grooms : 

This done> fee, that you take no longer days. 

But fend the midwife prefcntly to me. 

The midwife and the nurte well made away. 

Then let the ladies tattle what they pleafe. 

Ghi. Aaron^ I fee, thou wilt not truft the air 
With fecrcis. 

Dem, For this care of Tamora, 
Herfelf and hers are highly bound to thee. [Exeun$^, 

Aar. Now to the Goths, as fwift as Swallow flics, 
There to difpofe this treafure in my arms. 
And fecretly to greet the Eniprefs' friends. 
Gome on,, you ihick-Iip'd flave, I bear you bence^ 
For it is you that put us to our.fliifts : 
Fll make you feed on berries, and on roots. 
And feed on curds and whey, and fuck the goa(r 
And cabin in a cave ; and bring you up 
To be a warrior, and command a camp. [Exik. 

SCENE VI. 

A Street near the Palace. 

£n/er Titus,. oW Marcus, young Lucms^ and' other Gen- 
tlemen with hows ; and Titus bears the arrows with let- 
ters on the end of them. 

Tit. f^ O M E, Marcus, come.; kinfmen, this is the 

V^ "way. 
Sir boy, now let me fee your archery. 
Look, ye draw home enough, and 'tis there flraight;: 

Terras AJlraa reliquit be you remembered Mar- 

;, cus- 

She*s gone, llie's fled — ^Sics, take you to your tools ;. 

Yon 

/ 
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You, coufins, fliall go found the ocean. 
And caft your nets ; haply, you may find her in the 
fea; 

Yel there's as little jnftice as at land^- ■ 

No, PubHuT and Sempronius ; you muft do it, 
Tis you muft di^ with mattock and with fpade,^ 
And pierce the inmoft centre of the earth r 
Then^ when you come to Flute's region, 
I pray yx)u, deliver this petition,. 
Tell him it is for juftice, and for aid ; 
And that it comes fipom old Andronicus; 
Shaken with forrows in ungrateful Romti 

Ah, Rome !- Well, well, I made thee miferable^ 

What time I threw the people's fuffrages 
On him, that thus doth tyrannize o'er me. 
60, get you gone, and, pray, be careful all. 
And leave you not a man of war unfearch'd ; 
This wicked £mperor may have fhip'd her hence^. 
And, kinllnen; then we may go pipe for jullice* 

Afar. Oh PUblius, is not this a heavy cafe. 
To fee thy noble uncle thus diftraft ? 

tub. Therefore, my lord, it highly us concerns^-* 
By day and night t' attend him carefully : 
And feed his humour kindly as we mayv 
'Till time beget fome careful remedy* 

Mar^ Kinfmen, his forrows- arc paft remedy* . 
J\>in with' the Golhs^ apd with revengeful war 
. Take wreak on Rome^ for this ingratitude^ 
And vengeance on the traitor Saturnine. 

Tit. Publius^ how now ? how now, my maftery, 
What, have you met with her? 

Fub. No, my good lord,, but Ptuto fends you wordV- 
If you will have revenge from hell, you fliall i 
Marry, for juftice, Qie is fo employ'd, 
He thinks, with Jove in heav'n, or fomcwhere elfe ; . 
So that perforce you muft needs ftay a time. 

Tit, He doth me wrong to feed me with delays, 
til dive into the burning lake below, 

M 5. And 
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And pull her out of Acheron by .the heels. 

Marcus^ we are but (hrubs, no pedars we. 

No big bon'd men^ fram''d of the Cyclops^ fize; 

"But metal, Marcus^ ftccl to th^ very back .; 

Yet wrung with wrongs^ more than oar. b^€k$^atibea|s^ 

And fuh there is no juftice in earth or he^, 

We will foJicit heav'n^ and move the Gods, 

To fend down juftice for to wreak out wrongs : 

Come^ to this gear; youJre. a good archer, Marttu* 

[He gives them the arrewu 
Ad Jovem, that's for you—: — here, o^ ApQlUnemr—^* 
Ad Martem^ that's for royfelf 5 

Here, boy, to Faiias fcere, to Mercury 

To Saturn and to Cc^kus not Jp $atumine-r- 

You were as good to (hoot againfl the wind- 
To it, boy ; Marcus — loofe when I bid : . 
O- my word;; I have written to effed. 
There's not a God licft unfolicited, 

Mar. Kinfmen, {hoot all your fhafts iiHo the Couft^ 
We will afflid the Emperor in hii pride, [neyjhoot^ 

Tit, Now, mafters, draw; oh, well faid, Lucius :. 
Good boy, in Virgo's lap, give it Ballas. 

Mar, My lord, I am a mile beyond (he moon ; 
Your letter is with Jupiter by this. 

Tit, Ha, ha^ Publius^ Puhlius, what haft thou done ? 
See, fee, thou'ft (hot off. one of Taurus' horns. 

Mar. This was the fport, my lord; when Fubliup 
(hoty 
The bull being gall'd, gave Aries fuch a knock. 
That down fell both the ram's horns in the Court, 
And who fliould find tbem but the Emprefs' villain : 
She laugh'd^and toid the Moor, he Ihould not chufe 
But give them to his mafter for a prefent> 

Tit. Why, there it goes. God give your lordlhig^ 
joy! 

Enter a Clown with a bq/ket and two pigeons. 

News, news from hcav'n; Marcus, the poft is come*. 
Sirsabi 
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S'irrah, what ridings ? ha^e you any letters? 
Shall I have juftice, What fays Jupiter? 

Clown. Who ? the gibbet-maker? he fays, ttiat he 
hath taken them down again, for the man muft not 
be hang'd 'till the next week. 

Tit, Tutj' what fays Jupiter, I alk thee ? 

Clown. Alas, Sir, I know not Jupiter, 
I-never drank with him in all my life. 

Tit. Why, villain, art not thou the carrier? 

Clown. Ay, of my pigeons. Sir, nothing elfe. 

Tit. Why, didft thou not come from heav'n ? 

Clown. From heaven ? alas. Sir, I never came there. 
God forbid I (hould be fo bold to prefs into heav'tt^ 
Ml my young days. .Why, I am going with my pi- 
geons to the tribunal plebs, to make up a matter of 
brawl betwixt ray uncle and one of the EmperialV 
men. 

Mar. Why, Sir, that is as fit as can be to ferve for 
your oration, and let him deliver thepigeoQS to the 
Eniperor from you. 

Tit. Tell me, can you deliver an oration to the 
Emperor with a graced 

• Clown. Nay, truly, Sir, I could never fay grace ia 
all my life. 

Tit. Sirrah, come hither, make ho more ado, 
Eut^ive your pigeons to the Emperor. 
By me thou (halt have juftice at his hands. 

Hold, hold mean While, here's money for thy 

charges. 
Give me a pen and ink. 
Sirrah, can* you with a grace deliver a fupplication ? 

Clown, Ay, Sir. 

Tit. Then, here is a fupplication for you : and^when 
you com« to him, at the firft approach you muft 
kneel, then kifs his foot, then deliver up your pi- 
geons, anid then look for your reward. Til be at 
band. Sir; fee you do it bravely. 

Clown, I warrant you, Sir, let me alone. 

M& Tit. 
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77/. Sirrah, haft thou a knife.? come, let me fee it^ 
Here, Marcus, fold it in the oration, 
For thou haft made it like an humble fuppliant; 
And when thou haft given it the Emperor, 
Knock at my door, and tell me, wh«t he fays. 

Qofwn, God be with you. Sir, I will. 

Tit. Come, Marcus, let us go. Fubliuf:^ follow me.. 

[ Exeunt-* 

S C E N E V. 

thi PALACE. 

Enitr Emperor and Emprefs^ and her two Jons ; the Em- 
peror brings the arrows in his hand\ that Titus Jhot. 

Sat. Wl H Y, lords, what wrongs are thefe? wa3^ 

V Y ever feen 

An Emperor of -Rome thus over-borne. 
Troubled, confronted thus, and for th' extent 
Of equarjuftice, usM in fuch contempt? 
My lord, you know, a^ do the mightful Gods, 
(However the difturbers of our peace 
Buz in the people's ears) there nought hath paft,, . 
But even with law againft the wilful fons 
Of old Andronicus. And what an if 
His forrows have fo overwhelmM his wits,. 
Shall we be thus affli&ed in his wreaks. 
His fits, his frenfy, and his bitternefs? 
And now he writes to heav'n for his redrefs.- 
See, here's to Jove, and this to Mercury^ 
This to Apollo^ this to. the God of war: 
Sweet fcrolls, to fly about the ftreets of Rome! 
What's this but libelling againft the Senate, 
And blazoning our injuitice ev'ry where? 
A goodly humour, is it not, my lords ? . 
As who would fay, in Rome no juftice were.. 
But if I live, his feigned ecftafies 
Shall be no Ihcltcr to ihefc outrages : 

SU6 



Titus Andronicus. ^sS 

But h€ and his (hall know, that Jufiice lives^ 

la Saiurninus^ health ; whom, if flie Ileep^ 

He'll fo awake, as fee in fury feall . * 

Cut off the proud'ft confpirator that lives. 

7am. My gracious lord, mod lovely Saturnine^- 
Lord of my life, commander of my thought; 
Calm thee, and bear the faults of Titus^ age, 
Th' effeds of forrow for his valiant fons, 
Whofe lofs hath pierc'd him deep^and fcarr'dhis hearty 
And rather comfort his diftrefled plight. 
Than profecute.the meaneft, or the beil. 

For thefe contempts Why, thu* it feall become 

High-wittcd Tamora to glofe with all : 

But, Titus^ I have touched thee to the quick. 

Thy life-blood out: {(Aaron now be wife, 

Then is all fafe, the anchor's iathe popt. [Afide. 

Enter Cloxvni 

How, now, good fellow, would'ft thou fpeaEwitbus ? 

Clo. Yea, forfootb, an your Mifterfeip be£m{>eriaL 

Tarn, Emprefs I am, but yonder fits the Emperor. 

Clown. Tis he: God and St. Stephen give you good^ 
Even : 
I have brought you a letter and a couple of pigeons^ 
here. [He reads the Utter. 

Sta. Go, take him away, and hang him prefently. 

Clown, How much money muft 1 have ? 

Zam. Corner firrah, thou muft be hang'd. 

Clown, Hang'd ! by'rlady, then I have brought up- 
a neck to a fair end. [ExiL. 

Sat. Defpightful and intolerable wrongs I 
Shall I endure this monftrous villany ? 
I know, from whence this fame device proceeds : 
May this- be borne ? as if his txaiterous fotfs, • 
That dy'd by law for murder of our brother. 
Have by my means been butcher'd wrongfully? 
Go, drag. the villain- hither by the hair. 
Nor age nor honour feall feape privilege. 

Fo* 
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For this proud mock Til be thy flaughter-man; 
Sly frantic wretch, that holp^ft to make me great. 
In hope thyfelf (hould govern Rome and me. 

Enter ^miiius. 

Sat. What news with thee, jEmiliusf 

jEmiL Arm^ arm, my lords ; Rome never had more 
caufe ; 
The Goths have gathered head, and with a Power 
Of high-refoived men, bent to the fpoil. 
They hither march amain, under the Condud 
Of Lucius^ foa to old Andronieuf : 
Who threats incourfe of his revenge to do 
As much as ever Coriolanus did. 

Sat. Is warlike Lucius General of the Goths ? 
Thefe tidings nip me, and I hang the head 
As flowers with froft, or grafs beat down with ftorms. 
Ay, now begin our forrows to approach ; 
^is he, the conrmon people love fo much : 
Myfelf hath ojften over-heard them fay, 
(When I have walked like a private man) 
That Lums baniflunent was wrongfully. 
And they have wifh'd, that Lucius wete their Em- 
peror. 
. Turn. Why {hould you fear ? is not our city ftrong ? 

Sat. Ayy but the citizens fiavour< Luriuj, 
And will revolt irom me, to foccour him. 

7am. King,be thy thoughts imperious like thy name. 
Ia the fun dim'd, that gnats do fly in it ? 
The eagle fuffers little birds tofing. 
And is not careful what they mean thereby. 
Knowing that with the flsadow of his wings 
He can at pleafure flint their melody ; 
Ev'n fb may'ft thou the giddy men oiRome. 
Then cheer thyfpirit, for know, thou Emperor, 
I will enchant the old Andronicus 
With words more fweet, and yet more dangerous. 
Than baits to fifli, or honey-flalks to (beep : 

Whea 
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Wbien as tbe one is wounded with the bait^ . 
The other rotted wrthddioious food. 

Sat. But he will not intreat his foil for us. 

Tarn. If ToTTiora intreat him, then he will: 
For I tan fmc^oth, : and iiil his aged ear. 
With gohten^ promifes ; that were his heart 
Almoft impregnable^ his old ears deaf, 
Yet (hould both ear and heart obey my tongue. 
Go tJLoili' before.as our embaflador ; [To .Emilias. 
Say^ that tbe'Einj&eror requefis a parley 
Oi warlike UucitiSy- and »p(>0]nt. the meeting. 

Sai. jEmilius^ do this mefBige honourably; 
And if he ftand oii ho(]bgcfor Bis fafeiry. 
Bid him demand that pledge wiilpleafe him heft. 

jEmU. Your bidding Ihall 1 do efiFeaually. [Exit 

Tam* Now will I to that old Andranicus^ 
And temper him, with all the art I have. 
To pluck proud Lucius from the warlike Goths* 
And now, fweet £m.peror, b^ biiith again,. 
And bury all thy ;fear.ia my devices. 

SiU, Then go fuccefsfully, and plead to bim« 

[Exeunt. 

A- C T V. SCENE L 

A Camp at ajmall dj/lance from Kome, 
MnUr Lucius with Goths, with drum arid Jolditrs*, 

Luciusi 

APPROVED warriors, and my faithful friends^ 
I have received letters from great Rome^ 
Which iignifyy what hate they bear their Emperor, 
And how defirous of our fight they are. 
Therefore, great lords, be, as your titles witnefs^, 
Imperious and impatient of your wrongs ; 
And wherein Rorde ^hath done you any fcathe^ 
t.et him make treble fatisfadion. 
^ ludk 4im j9yL tfny %cz\ht,'\ Sttiht, Hvm* llr-l^. 

Goth^ 
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Goth. Brave flip, fprung from the grczt Andronicuxi 
(Whofename was once our terror, now our comfort,)^ 
Whofe high exploits andhonoQTable deeds 
IngtatefuLiiomi requites with- foal contempt. 
Be bold in us ; we'll follow, where thou lead'ftr 
Like flinging bees in hotteft fumraer » day^ 
Led by their mafter to the flowefd fields. 
And be aveng'd on curfed Tamora, 

Omnes. And, as. he faith, fo fay we all with him*. 

Luc. I humbly diank him^ wnd £ thank y<»u all. 
But who. comes here, led by a iufty Goth? 

S C E N E II. 

Enter a Goth leading Aaron, with his child in his Arms* 

Goth. T)ENOWNED Lucius, from our troops- 

XV Iftray'd 

To gaze upon a ruinouy monaftery t* 
And as I earneftly did fix mine eye 
Upon the wafted building, fuddenly 
I heard a ch^ld cry underneath a wall;. 
Tmade unto the noife, when foon I heard: 
The crying babe controurd with this difconrfe:- 
Peace, tawny flave, half me and half thy dam. 
Did not thy Hue bewray whofe brat thou art. 
Had nature lent thee but thy mother's look, . 
Villain, thou might'ft have been an Emperor: 
But where the bull and cow are both milk-white. 
They never do beget a cole-black calf; 
Ptaoe, villain, peace i (ev'n thus he rates the babe)' 
For I muft bear thee to a trufly Goth j 
Who^ whea he knows thou art the Emprefs" babe 
Will hold thee dearly for thy mother's fake. 
With this, my weapon drawn, I rufli'd upan him, 
Surpriz'd him fuddenly, and brought him hither, 
To ufe as you think needful of the man. . 

Luc, O worthy Goth, this is th' incarnate Devil, 
That £obb'd Andronicus of his good hand ; 

This. 
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This IS the Pearl that pleasM your Emprefs" eye, ♦ 
And here's the bafe fruit of his burning luft. 
Say, wall-ey'd flave, whither would'ft thou convey 
Thi» growing image of thy fiend-like face ? 
Why doft not fpeak ? what! deaf? no-I not a word? 
A halter, foldiers ; hang him* on this tree, 
And by his fide his fruit of baftardy> 

Aar» Touch not the boy, be is of royal blood. 

hoc. Too like the fire for ever being good. 
Firft, hang the child, that he may fee it fprawl> 
A fight to vex the father's foul withal. 
Get me a ladder. 

Aar, Lucius, fave the child. 
And bear it from me to the Emprefs; 
If thou do this. Til fhew thee wondVous things^ 
That highly may advantage thee to hear; 
If thou wilt not, bcfal what may befal, 
ril fpeak no more ; but Veirgeance rot you all I 

Luc. Say on, and if itpleaferac which thoufpeak'ft,. 
Thy child Ihall live, and I will fee it nouri(h'd. 

Atrr. An if it pleafe thee? why, affure thee, LuciuSy 
'Twill vex thy foul to hear what 1 fball fpeak : 
For I muft talL of murders, rapes and maffacreSv 
Afls of black night, abominable deeds, 
Complots of mifchief, treafon^ villanies, 
Ruthful to hear, yet piteoufly performed ^ 
And this fliall all be buried by my death,. 
Unlefs thou fwcar to me, my child fhall live*. 

Luc, Tell on thy mind; 1 fay, thy child (hall live; 

Aar^ Swear, that he (hall ; and thenv I will begin. 

Luc. Who. .Ihould I fwear by ? thou belie v'ft no 
God: 
That granted,, how canfl: thou believe an oath? 

Aar, What if I do not ! as, indeed, I do not 5 
Yet, for I know thou art religious. 
And haft a thing within t1iee called ConfciencCv 
With twenty popifli tricks and ceremonies- 
Which I have feen thee careful to obferve :^ 

Therefore 
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Therefore I urge thy oath ; (for that, I know. 

An idiot holds his bauble for a God, 

And keeps the oath, which by that God be fwears. 

To that I'll urge him?) therefore thou flialt vow 

By that fame God, what God foe^er it be, 
That thou ador ft and haft in reverence. 
To fave my boy, neurifli and bring him tip ; 
Or elfe I would difcover nought to thee. 

Luc, Even by my God I fwear to thee^ I will. 

Aar. Firft, know thou, I begot him on the Emprelsr 

Luc^ O moft iufatiate, luxurious, woman 1 

Aar, Tut, Lucius, this was but a deed of charity. 
To that which thau fhalt hear of me anon. 
'Twas her two fows, that murdered BnJJianus; 
They cut thy lifter's tongue, and ravifhM her, 
And cut her hands, and trim'd her as thou faw*ft. 

Luc. Oh, detefiabie villain! call'ft thou that trim- 
ing? 

Aar. Why, (he was walhed,^ and cut, and trim'd^ 
And 'twas trim fport for them that had the doing oft. 

Luc. Oh, barbarous beaflly villains Uke thyfelf ! 

Aar, Indeed, I was their tutor to inftrud them : 
That codding fpirit had they from their mother, 
As fure a card as ever won the fet; 
That bloody mind, I think, they learned of me, 

As true a dog as ever fought at head ? 

Well; let my deeds be witnefs of my worth. 
I train'd thy brethren to that guileful hole, 
Where the dead corps of Bajfianus lay : 
, 1 wrote the letter that thy father found. 
And hid the gold within the letter mention^ ^ 
Confed'rate with the Queen, and her two fons» 
And what not done, that thou haft caufe to rue. 
Wherein 1 had no ftroke of mifchief in't ! 
I play'd the cheater for thy father's hand, 
And when I had it, drew myfelf apart. 
And almofi broke my heart with extreme laughter. 
I pry'd me through the crevice of a. wait, 

When^ 



Trxus Andromicus. ^59^ 

When for his hand he had his \wo fons' heads ; 
Beheld his tears, and laugh 'd fo heartily, 
That both mine eyes were rainy like to his : 
And when I told the Emprefs of this fport» 
She fwooned almoft at my pleafing.Tale, 
And for my tidings gave me twenty kiffe?. 

Goih. What ! eanft thou fay all this, and never 
blulh! 

Aar. Ay, like a black dog, as the Saying is. 

Luc. Art thou not forry for thefe heinous deeds ?* 

Aar. Ay, that I had not done a thoufand more* 
Ev'n now I curfe the day (and yet, I think, 
Few come within the compafs of my curfe) 
Wherein I did not fome notorious IIU 
As kill a man, or elfe devife his death ; 
Ravi(h a maid, or plot the way to do it ; 
Accufe fome innocent, and forfwcar myfelf ; 
Set deadly enmity between two friends ; 
Make poor Men's cattle break their necks ; 
Set fire on barns and hay-ftacks in the night, 
And bid the owners quench them with their tears; 
Oft have I digg'd up dead men from their graves, 
And fetthe^ upright at their dear friends* doors, 
Ev'n when their forrow almoft was forgot ; • 
And on their (kins, as^ on the bark'of trees. 
Have with my knife carved in Roman letters^ 
,* Let not your forrow die, though I am dead.* 
Tut, I have done a thoufand dreadful things, 
As wiljingly as ooe would kill a fly : 
And nothing grieves roe heartily indeed. 
But that I cannot do ten thoufand more. 

Luc, Bring down the devil, for he muft not die 
So fweet a death, as hanging prefently. 

Aar. If there be devils, 'would I were a devil^ 
To live and burn in everlafting fire, 
So I might have your company in hclU 
But to torment you with ray bitter tongue! 

Luc, Sirs,, ftop his mouth, and let hiinipeak no 
morev Enicr 
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£«/eriEmilius.. I 

Goth: My lord, there ij-a tneffenger from Rome^ 1 
Defires to be adittitted to your prefcnce, j 

Luc, Let him come near. — ■ — 
Welcome, 'i£mi7/ttf, what's the'news from Rome? 

jEmil,i.OTd Lucms, aiidyea the princes of theSa/A^rj 
The Roman Emperor greets you all by me ; 
And, for he underftands you are in arms. 
He craves a parley at your father's houfe, 
Willing you to demand your hoftages. 
And they fliall be immediately deUvcr'ch 

Goth. What fays our General ? 

Luc, jEmilius^ let the Emperor give his pledge* 
Unto my father and my uncle Marcus^ I 

And we will come : march awajp. [Exeunt 

SCENE in: 

Changes to Titus'j Palace in Rome. 

JTn/^rTaraora, Chiron, anrf Demetrius, difguis^d'. 

T<8wi>.np*HU S, in thefe ftrangeand fad babilimentSr 

JL: I will encounter with Andronkus: 
And fay, I am Revenge fent from below, 
To join- with him, and right his heinous wrongs :-: 
Knock at the Study, where, they f^y, he^ keeps, 
To ruminate flrange -plots of dire revenge; 
Tell him, Revenge i« come to join with hii». 
And work confuGon oh his enemies. 

[They knock, and Titus appears abovi^ 
Tit. Who doth moleft my contemplation ? 
Is it your trick to make me ope the door, 
Thatfo my fad decrees may fly away, 
And all my ftudy be to no effed ? 
You are deceived ; for what I mean to do. 
See, hete in bloody lines I have fet down ; 
And what is written,- Ihall be executed. 

Tm. 
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Tarn, Titus, I am come to talk with thee. 
tit. No, not a word: how can I grace my Talk, 
Wanting a hand to give it that accord ? 
Thou haft the odds of me, therefore no more. 
Tarn, If thou didft know me, thou wouldft talk 

with me. 
7t^. I ana not mad; Iknow thee well enough; 
Witnefs this wretched flump, the fexrimfom line$^ 
Witnefs thefe trenches, made by grief and care, 
Witnefe the tiring day and heavy nighty 
Witnefs all forrow, that I know tHee well 
For ou^ proud Emprefs, mighty Tamora : 
Is not thy Coming for my other hand? 

Tarn, Know thou, fad man, I am not Tamora; 
She is thy enemy, and I thy friend ; 
•1 am Revenge, fent from th' infernal Kingdom, 
To cafe the gnawing Vulture of thy mind. 
By working wreakful vengeance on thy foes. 
€ome down, and welcome me to this world's light; 
'Confer with me of murder an<i' of death ; 
There^s not a hollow cave, nor lurking place^ 
sNo vaft obfcurity, nor mifty vale. 
Where bloody Murder or detefted Rape 
"Can couch or feax, but I will find them out^ 
And in their ears tell them my dreadful name, 
'Revenge, which makes the foul offenders quake* 

Tit. Art thou Revenge? and art thou fent to Txat^ 
To be a torment to mine enemies ? 

Tarn. I am ; therefore come down, and welcome mt. 
Tit. Do me fome Tervice, ere I come to thee : 
Lo, by thy fide where Rape, and Murder, ftands^ 
"Nov^ give fome furance that thou art Revenge, 
Stab them, or tear them on, thy chariot-wheels; 
And then I'll come and be thy waggoner. 
And whirl along with thee about the globes : 
Provide two proper Palfries black as jet. 
To hale thy vengeful waggon fwift away, 
And find out.nfturders in their, guilty caves. 

And 
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And when thy car is loaden with their heads, 
I will difmount, and by thy waggon wTieel 
Trot like a fervile foot-man all day long ; 
Even from Hyperions rifing in the caft. 
Until his very downfal in the fea. 
And day by day TU do this heavy talk. 
So thou deftroy Rapine and Murder there. 

Tarn, Thefe are my miniflers, and come with me. 

TiU Are they thy minillcrs ? what are they call'd? 

Tarn. Rapine and Murder : therefore called fo, 
'Caufe they take vengeance on fuch kind of men. 

Tit. Good lord, how likethe Emprefs' fons they are, 
And you the Emprefs ! but we worldly men 
Have miferable and miftaking eyes : 

fweet Revenge, now do I come to thee. 

And if one arm's embracement will content thee, 

1 will embrace thee in it by and by. 

[Exit Titus from about. 
Tarn. This clofing with him fits his lunacy, 
Whatever I fbrg^e to feed his brain-fick fits. 
Do you uphold, and maintain in your fpeech. 
For now he firmly takes me for Revenge : 
And, being credulous in this mad thought, 
I'll make him fend for Lucius^ his fon : 
And whilft I at a banquet hold him fure, 
ril find fome cunning pradice out of hand. 
To fcatter and difperfc the giddy Goths ^ 
Or at the leaft, make them his enemies.: 
See, here he comes, and I muft ply my theme* 

S G E N E IV. 

Enter Titus. 

-JV/. T ONGiave I been forlorn, »nd all for thee? 

Jl-j Welcome, dread -fury, to my woful houfe; 
Rapine and Murder, you are welcome too : 
How like the Emprefs and her fons you are i 

WcU 
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^cll are you fitted, had you but a Mocr ; 
Hould not all hell afford you fuch a devil ? 
For, well I wot, the Einprefs never wags, 
^ut in her company there is a Moor ; 
\nd would you reprel'ent our Queen aright, 
It were convenient you had fuch a devil : 
But welcome, as you are : what (hall we do ? 

Tarn, What wouldft thou have us do, Andronictis f 

Dem, Shew me a murderer, Fll deal with him. 

ChL Shew ipt a villain^ that has done a rape, 
^nd I am fent to be reveng'd on him. 

Tarn. Shew me a thoufand, that have done thee 
wrong ; 
And I will be revenged on them all. 

Tit. Look round about tbe wicked ftreets of Rome, 
And when thou find'ft a man that's like thyfelf. 
Good Murder, ftal) him ; he's a murderer. 
Go thou with him, and when it is thy hap 
To find another that is like to thee. 
Good Rapine, ftab him ; he is a ravifher. 
Go thou with them, and in the Emperor^s Court 
There is a Queen attended by a Moor; 
Well may'ft thou know her by thy own proportion. 
For up and down flie doth referable thee ; 
I pray thee, do on them fome violent death ; 
They have been violent to me and mine. 

Tarn. Well haft thou leffon'd us, this fhall we do. 
But would it {^eale thee, good Andronictis^ 
To fend for Lucius thy thrice valiant fon, 
Who leads tow'rds Rome a band of warlike Goths, 
And bid him come and banquet at thy houfe. 
When he is here, even at thy folemn feaft, 
kwill bring in the Emprefs and her fons« 
The Emperor hirafelf, ^nd all thy foes ; 
And at thy mercy (hall they ftoop and kneel, 
And on them (halt thou eafe thy angry heart : 
{What fays Andronicus to this device ? 
I Tit. Marcus, my brother ! — 'tis fad TUus calls: 

Enter 
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Enter Marcus. 

'Go, gentle Marcus^ to thy nephew Lucius ; 
Thou (halt enquire him out among the Goths-: 
Bid him repair to me: and bring M^ith him 
Some of the chiefeft Princes of the Goths ; 
Bid him encamp his Soldiers where <hey arc; 
Tell him, the Emperor and the Emprefs too 
Feaft at my houfe, and he (hall feaft with them ; 
This do thou fornf^y love, and fo let hiip, 
Ast he regards his .aged father's life. 

Mar, This will I do, andfoon return again. 

[Ext. 

Tarn, Now will I hence about my bufinefs. 
And take my minifiers along with me. 

Tit, Nay, nay, let Rape and Murder flay with mc^ 
Or elfe Til call my brother back* again, 
And cleave to no revenge but Lucius, [him, 

7am. What fay you, boys, will you abide with 
"Whiles I go tell my lord, the Emperor, 
Hqw I have governed our determined jell ! 
Yield to his humour, fmooth and fpeak him fair. 
And tarry with him 'till I come again. 

Tit, I know them all, tho' they fuppofe me mad-; 
And will o'ei-jreach them in their own devices t 
A pair of curfed hell-hounds and their dam. [Afide. 

Dem, Madam, depart at pleafure, leave us here. 

Tam^ ¥2ixcwQ\, Andronicus ; Revenue now goes 
To lay a complot to betray thy foes. . 

[Exit Tamora. 

Tit. 1 know, thou doft ; and, fweet Revenge, 
farewel. 

Chi, Tell us, old man, how (hall we beemploy'd? 

Tit, Tut, I have work enough* for you to da. 
Tublius, come hither, Caius^ and Valentine! 

Enter Publius and Servants, 
^uh. What is your will? 
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77/. Know ye thefe two ? 

Ptib, The Emprefs' fons, 
1 take them, Chiron, and Demetrius ! 

Tit, Fie, Publius, fie ! thou art too much deceiv'd, 
The one is Murder, Rape is th' other's name ; 
And therefore bind them, gentle Publius ; 
Caius and Valentine^ lay hands on them ; 
'Oft have you heard me wi(h for fuch an hour. 
And now I find it, therefore bind them fure. 

[Exit Titus. 

Chi. Villians, forbear; we are the Emprefs' fons. 

Pub. And therefore do we what we are commanded. 
Stop clofe their mouths ; let them not fpeak a word. 
'Is he fure bound ? look, that ye bind them faft. 

SCENE V. 

Enter Titus Andronicus with a Knife, and Lavinia 
with a Bafon, 

Tit, /'^OME, come, Lavinia; look, thy foes are 

V>* bound ; 

Sirs, flop their mouths, let them not fpeak to me. 
But let them hear what fearful words I utter. 
Oh, villains, Chiron and Demetrius ! 
Here ftands the fpring whom you have ftairi'd with 

mud, 
This goodly fummer with your winter mixt : 
You kiird her hufband, and for that vile fault 
Two of her brothers were condemned to death ; 
My hand cut off, and made a merry jeft ; 
Both her fweet hands, her tongue, and that more dear, 
Than hands or tongue, her fpotlefs Chaftity, 
Inhuman traitors, you conftrain'd and forc'd. 
What would ye fay, if I fhould let you fpeak ? 
Villians ! — for fhame, you could not beg for grace* 
Hark, wretches, how I mean to martyr you. 
This one hand yet is left to cut your throats, 
Whilft that Lavinia 'twixt her flumps doth hold 
Vol. VII. N The 
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The bafon, that receives your guilty blood. 
You know, your mother means to feaft with roc, 
And calls herfelf Revenge, and thinks me mad — 
Hark, villains, I will grind your bones to duft. 
And with your blood and it Til make a pafte; 
And of the pafie a coffin will I rear. 
And make two pafties of your ihameful heads; 
And bid that ftrumpet, your unhallowM dam. 
Like to the earth, fwallow her awn increafe. 
This is the feaft that I have bid her to. 
And this the banquet (he fhall furfeit on ; 
For worfe than Fhitemd you us^d my daughter. 
And worfe than Procne I will be revengM. 
And now prepare your throats : Lavinia^ come. 
Receive the blood ; and, when that they are dead, 
Let me go grind their bones to powder fmall. 
And with this hateful liquor temper it; 
And in that pafte let their vile heads be bak'd. 
Come, come, be every one officious 
To make this banquet, which I wifh might prove 
More ftern and bloody than the Centaurs' feaft, 

[He cuts their throais. 
So, now bring them in, for Til play the cook. 
And fee them ready 'gainft the mother comes. 

[Exeunt. 

^Enter Lucius, Marcus, and Goths with Aaron Frifoner, 

Luc. Uncle Marcus, fince it is my father's mind 
That I repair to Rome^ I am content. 

Goth. And ours with thine, befal what fortune will. 

Luc. Good uncle, take you in this barbarous Mocr^ 
This ravenous tiger, this accurfed devil; 
Let him receive no fuftenancc, fetter him, 
'Till he be brought unto the Emp'ror's face. 
For teftimony of thefe foul proceedings ; 
And fee, the ambufh of our friends be ftrong ; 
I fear, the Emperor means no good lo us. 

Aar. Some devil whifper curfes in my car, 

And 
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And prompt me that my tongue may utter forth 
The venom6us malice of my fwelling heart ! 
Luc, Away, inhuman dog, unhallow'd (lave. 

[Exeunt Goths with Aaron. 
'Sirs, help our uncle to convey him in. [Flourijh. 

The trumpets (hew, the Emperor is at hand. 

SCENE VI. 

Sound trumpets. Enter Emperor and Emprefs^ with Tri" 
bums and others, 

Sal, A/l/WAT, hath the firmament more JuiH 
VV than one ? 

Xuc. What boots it thee to call thyfelf a Slin ? 

Mar, Romes Emperor, and Nephew, break the par- 
ley; 
Thefe quarrels muft be quietly debated : 
The feaft is ready, which the careful Titus 
Hath ordainM to an honourable end, 
For peace, for love, for league, and good to Rome: 
Pleafe you therefore draw nigh and take your places. 

Sat, Marcus, we wilL [Hautboys, 

A Table brought in. Enter Titus like a Cook^ placing the 
meat on the Table ^ and Lavinia with a veil over her 
face. 

Tit, Welcome, my gracious lord ; welcome dread 
Queen, 
Welcome, ye warlike Goths, welcome, Lucius^ 
And welcome, all ; although the cheer be poor, 
'Twill fill your (lomachs« pleafe you eat of it. 
Sat, Why art thou thus attir'd, Andronicusf 
Tit, Becaufe I would be fure to have all well, 
To entertain your Highnels, and your Emprefs. 
Tarn, We are beholden to you, good Andronicus, 
Tit, And if your Highnefs knew my heart, you 
were, 
-My lord the Emperor, refolve me this ; 

N-f Was 
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Was It well done of rafh Virginius^ 
To flay his daughter with his own right hand, 
Becaufe ihe was enforc'd , ftain'd, and deflourM? . 
Stit, It was, Andronicus, 
Tit, Your reafon, mighty lord? 
Sat, Becaufe the girl fliould not furvive herChame) 
And by her prefence ftill renew his forrows. 

Tit. A reaion mighty, ftrong, and effedual, 
A pattern, precedent, and lively warrant. 
For me, meftwretched, to perform the like: 
Die, die, Lavinia^ and thy ftiame with thee. 
And with thy Ihame thy father's forrowdie I 

[He kills her. 
Sat, What haft thou done, unnatural and unkind ? 
Tit. Kiird her, for wliom my tears have madezne 
blind. 
I am as woful as Virginius was. 
And have a thoufand times more caufe than be 
To do this outrage. And it is now done. 

Sat, What, was ihe ravifli'd ? tell, who did. the 

deed? 
Tit. Will'i pleafe you eat, will't pleafeyour High- 

nefs feed ? 
Tarn. Why haft thou flain thine only daughter 
Tit, Notl, 'twas Chiron and Demetrius. [thus ? 

They ravifti'd her, and cut away her tongue. 
And they, 'twas;they, 'that did her all this wrong. 
Sat. Go, fetch them hither to us prefently. 
Tit. Why, there they are both, baked in that pye, 
Whereof their mother daintily hath fed ; 
Eating the flefti, that flie herfelf hath bred. 
'Tis true, 'tis true ; \Vitnefs, my knife's (harp point. 

[Hejiahs ike Emprefs. 
Sat. Die, frantic wretch, for this accurfed deed. 

[He Jlahs Tinas, 
Luc, Can the fon's eye behold th« father bleed ? 
There's meed for meed, death for a deadly deed. 

{Lmcixxs Jtabs the Emperor. 
Mar. 
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Mar. You fad-fac'd men, people and fons of Rom^, 
By uproar fever'd, like a flight of fowl 
Scatter'd by winds and high tempeftuous gpfts, 
Oh, let me teach you how to knit again 
This fcatter'd corn into one mutual flaeaf, 
Thefe broken limbs agaia into one body. 

Goth, Let-Rome herfclf be Bane unto herfelf; 
And Ihe whom mighty Kingdoms curtfy to, 
Like a forlorn and defperate caft away. 
Do fhameful execution on herfielf. 

Mar. But if my frofty figns and chaps of age, 
Grave witneffe» of true experience, 
Cannot induce you to attend my words. 
Speak, Romt's dear friend; as erft our Anceflor, 

[To Luciuf^ 
When with his folemn tongue he did difcourfe 
To love-fick Dido's fad attending ear. 
The ftory of that baleful burning Night, 
When fubtle Greeks furpriz'd King Priam's Troy r 
Tell us, what Stnon- hath bewkch'*d our ears, 
Or who hath brought the fatal engine in. 
That gives our Tray, our Rome^ the civil wound* 
My heart is not corapaa4>f flint, nor fteel ;. 
Nor can I utter all our bitter grief. 
But floods of tears will drown my oratory, 
And break my very utt'rance ; even in the tim& 
When it fhould move you to attend me moft. 
Lending your kind commiferation. 
Here is a Captain, let him tell the Tale. 
Youj hearts will throb and weep to hear him fpeak*. 

Luc. Then> noble Ajuditory, be it known to you. 
That curfed Chiron and Demetrius 
Were they, that murdered our Emperor's brother ; 
And they it were, that raviflied our filler: 
For their fell faults our brothers were beheaded. 
Our father's tears defpis'd, and bafely cozen'd 
Of that true hand, that fought Rome'^s quarrel out, 
And fent her enemies into the grave. 

Nj Laftly 
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Laftly, myfelf unkindly banifhed. 

The gates (hut on me, and turn'd weeping out^. 

To beg relief among R(me^s enemies ; 

Who drown'd their enmity in my true tears. 

And opM their arms t'embrace me as a friend :. 

And I am turn'd forth, be it known to you. 

That have prefervM her welfare in my blood. 

And from her bofom took the enena^'^s point. 

Sheathing the fleel in my advent'roos body. 

Alas you know, I am ho vauntd^r; I ; 

My fears can witnefs, dumb although they are. 
That my report is juft, and full of truth. 
But, foft, methinks^ I do digrefs too much. 
Citing my worthlefs praife: oh, pardon me, 
For when no friends are by, men praife themfelvet. 

Mar, Now is my tongue to fpeak: behold thift 
child, 
Of this was Tamora delivered; 
The iffue of ah irreligious Moor^ 
Chief architeA and plotter of thefe woes ; 
The villain is alive in Tiius^ faoufe, 
Damn'd as he is, to witnefs this is true. 
Now judge, what caufe had Titus to revenge 
Thefe wrongs, unfpeakable, paft patience. 
Or more than any living man could bear. 
Now you have heard the truth, what fay you, Romansf 
Have we done aught amifs ? fliew us wherein. 
And from the place where you behold us naw. 
The poor rcTminder ol Andronicus^ 
We'll hand in hand all head-long ca ft us downy 
And on the ragged ftones beat out our brains^ 
And make a mutual Clofure of our Houfe : 
Speak, Romans^ fpeak ; and, if you fay, we fliall,. 
Lo, hand in hand, Lucius and I will fall. 

y£miL Come, come, thou reverend man of Rome*, 
And bring our Emperor gently in thy hand, 
Lucius our Emperor : for, well I know. 
The common voice, do cry, it ihall be fo. 

Mar, 
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Mar. Litcius^ all hail, Rome's royal Emperor ! 
Go, go, into old Titus' forrowful houfe. 
And hither hale that mifbelieving Moor, 
To be adjudg'd fome direful flaughtering death ; 
As puniihment for his moft wicked life* 
Lucius^ all hail, Rome's gracious governor! 

Luc, Thanks, gentle Romans : may I govern fov 
To heal Rome'^s harm, and drive away her woe ! 
But, gentlt people, give me aim a while. 
For nature puts me to a heavy talk: 
Stand all aloof; but, Uncle, draw you near, 
To flied obfequious tears upon this Trunk : 
Oh, take this warm kifs on thy pale cold lips, 
Thcfe forrowful drops upon thy blood-ftain'd face;- 
The laft true duties of thy noble Son. 

Mar. Ay, tear for tear, and loving kifs for kifs^ 
Thy brother Marcus tenders on thy lips : 
O, were the fum of thefe that I fhould pay 
Countlefs and infinite, yet would I pay them ! 

Luc. Gome hither, boy; come, come, and leara* 
of us 
To melt in ihowers ; thy grandfire lov'd thee well ^ 
Many a time he danced thee on his knee; 
Sung thee afleep, his loving breaft thy pillow : 
Many a matter hath he told to thee. 
Meet and agreeing with thy infancy ; 
In that refpeft then, like a loving child. 
Shed yet fome fmall drops from thy tender fpring,~ 
Becaufe kind nature doth require it fo ; 
Friends fliould affociate friends, in grief and woe r 
Bid him farewel, commit him to the grave ; 
Do him that kindnefs, and take leave of him. 

Boy, O grandfire, grandfire ! even with all my 
heart, 

'Would I were dead, fo you did live again 

O lord, I cannot fpeak to him for weeping 

My tears will choke me. If I ope my. mouth. 

N4 SCENE 
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SCENE VII. 

Enter Romans with Aaron. 

Rom. "XT O U fad Andronici, have done with woes : 
JL Give fentence on this execrable wretch, 
That hath been breeder of thefe dire events. 

Luc. Set him breaft-deep in earth, and famifh him: 
There let him ftand, and rave and cry for food : 
If any one relieves or pities him, 
For the offence he dies : this is our doom. 
Some flay to fee him faftned in the earth. 

Aar. O, why fliould wrath be mule, and fury 

dumb ! 

I am no baby, I, that with bafc prayers 
I fliouId repent the evil I have done : 
Ten thoufand worfe, than ever yet I did, 
"Would I perform, if I might have my will: 
If one good deed in all my life I did, 
I do repent it from my very foul. 

Luc. Some loving friends convey the Emperor hencc^ 
And give him burial in his fatber"s grave. 
My father and Lavinia fhall forthwith 
Be clofed in our Houftiold's Monument: 
As for' that heinous tygrefs Tamora^ 
No funeral rites, nor man in mournful weedsy 
No mournful bell (hall ring her burial ; 
But throw her forth to beafts and birds of prey t 
Her life was beaft-like, and devoid of pity ; 
And beitjg fo, fhall have like want of pity. 
See juftice done on Aaron that damn'd Moor^ 
From whom our heavy haps had their beginning ;. 
Then, afterwards, well order well the State; 
That like events may ne'er it ruinate. [Exeunt omnes^ 
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MACBETH. 

ACT I. SCENE I. 

An Open Place, 

Thunder and Lightning. Enter three Witches* 
I Witch. 

WHEN fliall we three meet again? 
In thunder, lightning, or in rain ? 

2 Witch. When the hurly-burly's done, 
* When the Battle's loft and won. 

3 Witch. That will be ere Set of Sun. 
I Witch. Where the place ? 

« Witch, Upon the heath. 

3 Witch. There I go to meet Macbeth. 

1 Witch. I come, I come. Grimalkin. 

2 Witch. Padocke calls anon ! 

All. Fair is foul, and foul is fair, 

Hover through the fog and filthy air. 

[They rife from thejlage and fly away. 

SCENE II. 

Changes to the Palace at Foris. 
Enter King^ Malcolm, Donalbain, Lenox, tuith atten^ 

dants, meeting a bleeding Captain, 
Rng". T 71 7 HAT bloody man is that ? he can rc» 

As feemeth by his plight, of the revolt 
The neweft ftate. 

When the Battlts loj and ufon.] i. e. the Battle, in which Macbeth 
ipas then cng^gM 

N 6 MaL 
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Mai. This is the Serjeant, 
Who like a good and hardy foldier fought 
'Gainft my captivity. Hail, hail, brave friend !* 
Say to the King the knowledge of the broil. 
As thou didft leave it. 

Cap. Doubtful long it flood : 
As two fpent fwimmers that do cling together,. 
And choke their Art : the mercilefs Macdonel 
(Worthy to be a Rebel ; for to That 
The multiplying villanies of nature 
Do fwarm upon him) from the weftern ides 
Of Kernes and Gallowglaffes was fupply'd ; 

* And fortune, on his damned quarrel fmiling, 
ShewM like a rebel's whore. But all too weak: 
For brave Macbeth (well he deferve^ that name) 
Difdaining fortune, with his brandiflit fleel 
Which fmoak'd with bloody execution, 

Like Valour's Minion carved out his paffage, 
'Till hehadfacM the flave; 
Who ne'er {hook hands nor bid farewel to him, 
t 'Till he unfeam'd him from the nape to th' chops, 
And fix'd his head upon our battlements. 

Khg. Oh, valiant Coufin! worthy Gentleman ! 

Cap, As whence the fun 'gins his refleAion, 
Shipwrecking ftorms and direful thunders break; 
So from that Spring, wheiice Comfort feem'd to come^. 
Difcomfit weird. Ma^k, King of Scotland^ mark; 
No fooner juftice had, with valour arm'd, 
C ompell'd thefe Ikipping Kernes to truft their heels v 
But the NoTweyan lord, fuivcying Vantage, 
With furbiOit arms and new fupplies of men 
Eegan a fredi affault. 

King, Difmay'd not this 
Our Captains, Macbeth and Banquo? 

« on his damned quarry — ] Wc (bould rt^d quarrel. 

t unfeam'd kimjrom the nave to ih" chops,] Shake/pear certainly wrote, 
he unfeam'd him from the nape to th' Chops, 
.. i, cut his Skull in two -, which might be done by a HighiMutfr*s£vfOTd'. 

* Cap. 
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Cap. Yes, 
As fparrows, eagles ; or the hare, the lion. 
If I fay footh, I muft report, they were 
* As cannons overcharged with double cracks. 
So they redoubled ftrokes upon the foe : 
Except they meant to bathe in reeking wounds. 
Or memorize another Golgotha^ 

I cannot tell 

But I am faint, my gaflies cry for help. 

King, So well thy words become thee, as thy 
wounds: 
They fmack of honour both. Go, get him furgeons^ 

Enter Rofle and Angus.. 

But wl^o comes here? 

Mai. The worthy Thane of Roffii 
Len. What hafte looks through his eyes? 
So fliould h^ look, that feems to fpeak things flrat>ge» 
Rojfe. God fave the King ! 
King. Whence cam'ft thou, worthy Thanef 
Roffe. From Fife^ great King, 
Where the Norweyan Banners flout the Iky, 
And fan our people cold. 
Norway^ himfelf with numbers terrible^ 
Affiftedby that moftdiflbyal traitor 
The Thane of Cawdor^ 'gan a difmal conflift, 
'Till that Bellona's bridegroom, lapt in proof. 
Confronted him with felf-comparifons. 
Point againft point rebellious, arm 'gainft arm. 
Curbing his lavifh fpirit. To conclude. 
The viftory fell on us. 

King. Great happinefsl [fition: 

Roffe. Now Sweno^ Norway^ King, craves compo- 
Nor would we deign him burial _of his men, 
^ill he diiturfed, at Saint Colmes-kill-idc 
Ten thoufand dollars, to our gen'ral ufe. 

King. No more that Thane oi Cawdor Ihall deceive 
* with double cracksyl Douhlt is here ufcd iox great ^ and not for ituo. 

Our 
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Our bofom-int'reft. Go, pronounce his death ; 

And with his former Title greet Macbeth. 

Roffe. ril fee it done. 

King. What be bath loft, noble Macbeth hath won. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 

Changes to the Heath. 
Thunder. Enter the three Witches. 
1 WiVcA-TTI/HERE haft thou been, fitter ? 
V Y d Witch. Killing fwine. 
3 Witch. Sifter, where thou ? 

1 Witch. A failor's wife had chefnuts in her lap. 
And mouncht, and mouncht, and mouncht. Give 

me, quoth L 

Aroint thee, witch ! the rump-fed ronyon cries. 

Her hufband's to Aleppo^gont, maftcr o'th' Tyger: 
But in a fieve I'll thither fail. 
And like a rat without a tail, 
1:11 do— lUl do— and Til do. 

2 Witch., ril give thee a wind. 
I Witch. Thou art kind. 

3 Witch. And I another. 

I Witch. I myfelf have all the other;-. 
And the very points they blow ; 
All the quarters that they know, 

r th' Ihip-man's card. 

I will .drain him dry as hay, 
Sleep fliall neither night nor day 
Hang upon his pent-houfe lid; 
He fliall live a man forbid ; 
"Weary fev'n-nights, nine times nine^ ^ 
Shall he dwindle, peak and pine: 
Though his bark cannot be loft, 
Yet it fliall be tempeft-toft. 
Look, what I have. 

s Witch^ Shew me, fliew me. 

I. Witch. 



l^he Tragedy q/* Macbeth. «79 

1 Witch, Here 1 have a pilot's thumb, 

Wrcckt as homeward h« did come, [Drum mUhin 

3 Witch, A drum^ a drum:! . 
Macbeth doth come I 

AIL The weyward fiftera, hand in hand, 
Pofters of the fea and land^ 
Thus do go about, about, 
Thrice to thine, and thrice to mine, 
And thrice again to make up nine \ 
Peace ! — — the Charm's wound up. 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Macbeth and- Banquo, with Soldiers and other 

attendants. 
Mac. Q O foul and fair a day I have not feen. 

i3 Ban. How far is't calKd to Foris? What 

. arc thefe, . 

So wither'd, and fo wild in their aittirc, . 
That look not like th' inhabitants o' th' earth. 
And yet are on t? Live you, or are you aught 
That man may queftion ? You feem to underftand roe, 
By each at once her choppy finger laying 
Upon her ikinny lips ; — You Ihould be women. 
And yet your beards forbid me to interpret, 
That you are fo. 

Macb. Speak, if you can ; what are you ? 
I. Witch. All-hail, Macbeth ! hail to thee, TUne of 
Glamis I 

2 Witch, All-hail, Macbeth ; hail to tbte. Thane o£ 

Cawdor! 
3^ Witch, All-hail, Macbeth!, that Ihalt be King 

hereafter. 
Ban, Good .Sir, why do you fiart, and feem to fear 
Things that do found fo fair? V th' name of truth, 
Are ye fantafiical^ or That indeed [To the Witches. 
Which outwardly yc fhew ? my noble Partner 
You greet with prefent grace, %nd great predi6iion 

Of 
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Of noble Having, and of royal Hope, 

That he feems rapt withal ; to me you fpeak not. 

If you can look, into the Seeds of time. 

And fay, which Grain will grow and which will not; 

Speak then to me, who neither beg, nor fear. 

Your favours, nor your hate. 

1 Witch. Hail ! 

9 Witch. Hail ! 

3 Witch. Hail! 

I Witch. Leffer than Macbeth^ and greaten 

8 Witch. Not fo happy, yet much happier. 

3 Witch. Thou Ihalt get Kings, though thou be 
. none; 
So, all hail, Macbeth and Banquo ? 

I Witch. Banquo and Macbeth^ all-hail ! 

Macb. Stay, you imperfed Speakers, tell me more f 
♦ By SiW's death, I knaw, Vm Thane oi Glamis; 
But how, of Cawdor .<- the Thane of Caxodor lives. 
A profp'rous gentleman; and, to be King^ 
Stands not within the profped of belief. 
No more than to be Cawdor. Say, from whence 
You owe this ftrange intelligence ? or why 
Upon this blafted heath you flop our way, 
With fuch prophetic Greeting? — fpeak, I charge 
you. [Witches vantjh. 

Ban. The earth hath bubbles, as the water has ; 
And thefe are of them: whither are they vanifh'd? 

Maeh, Into the air: and what feem'd corporal 

Melted, as breath, into the wind. 

^Would they had ftaid.' 

Ban. Were fuch things here, as we do fpeak about ? 
Or have we eaten of the infane root. 
That takes the Reafon prifoner ? 

Mach. Your children fhall be Kings. 

Ban. You fhall be King. 

Macb. And Thane of Cawdor too ; went it not f6 7 

Ban. To th' felf fame tune, and words; who^s here ? 

« By S'mH Death.} The Father of Macbeth, Mn Fopr. 

SCENR 
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S G E N E V. 

Enter RoDTe and Angus. 
Jtg^.np'HE King hath happily Tectiv''d, Macbeth^ 
X The news of thy fuccefs ; and when he 
reads 
Thy pcrfonal 'venture in the rebels' fight, 
His wonders and his praifes do contend. 
Which {hould be thine, or his. Silenc d with That,- 
In viewing o'er the reft o'th' felf-fame day. 
He finds thee in the flout Xorweyan ranks. 
Nothing afraid of what thyfelf didft make, 
Strange images of death* As thick as hail. 
Game Poft on Poft; and every one did bear 
Thy praifes in his Kingdom's great defence: 
And pour'd them down before him; 

Ang, We are fent. 
To give thee, from our royal Matter, thank*;. 
Only to herald thee into his fight,. 
Not pay thee. 

Rqffe» And for an earned of a greater honour; 
He bad me, from him, call thee Thane of Cawdor r 
In which Addition, hail, moft worthy Thane! 
For it is thine. 

Ban. What, can the Devil fpeak true? 

Macd» The Thane of Cawdor lives ; 
Why do you dtets me in his borrowed robes ?: 

Ang, Who was the Thane^ lives yet ; 
But under heavy judgment bears that life^ 
Which he defer ves to lofe. Whether he was 
Gombin'd with Norway^ or did line the Rebel 
With hidden help and Vantage ; or that with both 
He laboured in his country's wreck, I know not; 
But treafons capital, confefs'd, andprov'd. 
Have overthrown him. 

Macb, Glamis and Thane of Cawdor I [Afide^ 

The 
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The greateft is behind. Thanks for your pains. 

[Tb Angus, 
Do you not hope, your children fliall be Kings ? 

[To Banquo. 
When thofe that gave the Thane of Cawdor to me. 
Promised no lefs to them ? 

Ban. That, trufted home. 
Might yet enkindle you unto the Crown, 
Be&des the Thane ol Cawdor. But 'tis ftrangc: 
And oftentimes, to win us to our harm. 
The inftruments of Darknefs tell us truths ; 
Win us with honed trifles, to betray us 
In deepeft confequence. 
Coufins, a word, I pray you. [To Roffc and Angus. 

Macb\ Two truths are told, [Afidt, 

As happy prologues to the fwelling z6t 
Of the imperial theme. I thank you, gentlemen— » 
This fupernatural Soliciting 
Cannot be ill; cannot be good.— If ill. 
Why hath it giv'n me earneft of fuccefs. 
Commencing in a truth ? Tm Thane of Cawdor. 
If good, why do I yield to that fuggeflion^ 
Whofe horrid image doth upfix my hair. 
And make my feated heart knock at my ribs 
Againft the ufe of nature; prefent feats 
Are lefs than horrible imaginings. 
My thought, whofe murder yet is but fantaftical 
Shakes fo my (ingle ftate of man, that Fundlion 
k fmother'd in furmife ; and nothing is. 
But what is not. 

Ban, Look, how our Partner's rapt ! 

Mach, If Chance will have me* King, why, Chance 
may crown me, ' [il^Wr. 

Without my ftir. 

Ban. New Honours, come upon him, > 

Like our ftrange garments cleave not to their mould; 
But with the aid of ufe. 
' Macb. Come what come may. 

Time 
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Time and the hour runs thro' the rougheft day. 

Ban, Worthy Macbeth^ we ftay upon your leifure. 

Macb. Give me your favour : my dull brain was 
wrought 
With things forgot. Kind gentlemen, your pains 
Are regiftred where every day f turn 
The leaf tp read them — Let us tow'rd the King ; 
Think, upon what hath chancM ; and at more time,. 

[To Banquo. 
(The Interim having weigh'd it,) let us fpeak 
Out free hearts each to other% 

Ban, Very gladly. 

Mach. Till then, enough : come, friends. [Exeunh 

S C E N E VL 

Changes to the Palace^ 

Nouri/h, Enter King,, Malcolm, Donalbain, LenoXr 
and attendants, 

King,Y S execution done on Caxudor yet?' 

X Or not thofe in commiffion yet r«tum'd?' 

Mai, My liege. 
They are not yet come back. But I have fpokc 
With one that faw him die ; who did report, 
That very frankly he confefs'd his treafdns ; 
Iinplor'd your Highnefs' pardon, and fet forth^ 
A deep repentance ; nothing in his life * 
Became him like the leaving it. He dy'd. 
As one, that had been iludied in. his death. 
To throw away the deareft thing he own*dy 
As 'twere a carelefs trifle. 

King. There's no art. 
To find the mind's conftruiSion in the face : 
He was a gentleman, on whom I built 
An abfolute truft. 

Enter 
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Enter Macbeth, Banquo, RoITe, and AnguSs 

worthieft Coufin ! 

The fin of my ingratitude e'en now 

AVas heavy on me. Thou'rt fo far before. 

That fwifteft wing of recompence is flow. 

To overtake thee. 'Would, thou'dft lefs deferv'd^ 

That the proportion both of thanks and payment 

Might have been mine ! only Fve left to fay. 

More is thy due, than more than all can pay. 

Macb. The fervice and the loyalty I owe, 
Irf doing it, pays itfelf. Your Highnefs' part 
Is\o receive our duties ; and our duties 
Anp to your Throne, and State, children and fer^ant*; 
Which do but what they fliould, by doing every thing*- 
* Ffef'd tow'rd your Life and honour. 

King, Welcome hither : 

1 have begun to plant thee, and will labour 
To make thee full of growing. Noble Banquo^ 
Thou haft no lefs deferv'd, and muft be knowa 
No lefs to have done fa : let me enfold thee. 
And hold thee to my heart. 

Ban. There if I grow. 
The harveft is your own. 

King, My plenteous joys. 
Wanton in ful'nefs, feek to hide themfelvcr 
In drops of forrow. Sons, kinfmen, Thanes^^ 
And you whofc Places are the nearefl, know. 
We will eftablifli our eftate upon 
Our eldeft Malcolm^ whom we name hereafter 
The Prince of Cumberland:^ which honour muft,- 
Not accompanied, inveft himi only ; 
But figns of Noblenefs, like ftars, (hall (hine 

On all defervers. Hence to Invernefs^ 

And bind us further to you. [you; 

Macb. The Reft is Labour, which is not us'd for 

*• Safe toward your love and honour.] Shonl be read thus, 
Fief'd toxvrd your life and honour, i, e, their Duties being Fiefdy oi 
'in^agtd tojhejupprt oL. as feudal Tenants to their Lord. 

I'll 
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Til be myfelf the harbinger, and make joyful 
vThe Hearing of ray wife with your approach.; 
So humbly take ray leave. 

King. My worthy Cawdor! 

Mach. The Prince of Cumberland I — 'that is a fiep. 
On which I muft fall down, or elfe o'er-leap, [Afide. 
For in my way it lies. Stars, hide your fires ! 
Let not Night fee my black and deep defires; 
The Eye wink at the hand! yet let that be, 
"Which the eye fears, when it is done, to fee. [Exit. 

King, Trac^ vf orthy Banquo ; he. is full fo valiant; 
And in his commendations I am fed.; 
Jt is. a banquet to me. Let us after him, 
Whofe care is gone before*to bid us welcome: 
It is a peerlefs Kinfman. [Eouri/h. Exeunt. 

S C E N E VII. 

Changes to an Apartment in Macbeth'j Cajlle^ at 
Invernefs. 

Enter Lady Magbeth alone^ with a letter, 

'L^dy.nr'HET met me in the day offuccefs; and 'I have 
^ learn d by the perfeBed report^ they have more in 
them than mortal knowledge. When I burnt in dejire to 
gueftion them further^ they made them/elves air^ intowhich 
they vanijh'd. While I Jiood rapt in the wonder of it^ 
came Miffives from the King^ who all-haiCd me^ Thane of 
Cawdor ; by which title, before, thefe weyward fjiers fa- 
luted me^ and rtferrd me to the coming on of time, with 
hail. King that {halt be ! This have I thought good to 
deliver thee (my deareji Partner of Greatnefs) that thou 
might\Ji not lofe the dues of rejoicing, by being ignorant of 
what Greatnefs is promised thee. Lay it to thy heart, and 
farewel, 

Glamis thou art, and Cawdor and fhalt be 

What thou art. promised. Yet do I fear thy nature; 

It 
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It is too full o' th' milk of human kindnefs. 

To catch the ncareft way. Thou would'ft be great*; 

Art not without ambition ; but without 

The illnefs (bould attend it. What thou would'ft 

highly. 
That wouldft thou holily ; wouldft pot play falfe. 
And yet wouldft wrongly win. Thou'dfthave, grcsit 

Glamis^ 
That which cries, thus thou mujt do, if thou have it; 
And that which rather thou dojifear to do^ 
•Than wi/hesjhould be undone. Hie thee hither, 
That I may pour my fpirits in thine ear. 
And chaftifc with the valour of my tongue 
All that impedes thee from the golden Round, 
Which fate, and metaphyfic aid, doth feem 
To have crown'd thee withal. 

Enter Meffenger. ' 

"^TVhat is your tidings? 

Mef. The King comes here to night. 

Lady, Thou'rt mad to fay it. 
Is not thy matter with him? who, were't fo. 
Would bave informed for preparation. 

Mef. So pleafc you, it is true : our Thane is coming. 
One of my fellows had the fpeed of him; 
Who, almoft dead for breath, ^had fcarcely more 
Than would make up his meflage. 

Lady, Give him tending ; 
He brings great news. The raven himfelf's not 
hoarfe, [Exit Mef. 

That croaks the fatal entrance o£ DuTican 
Under my battlements. Come, all you Spirits 
That tend on mortal thoughts, unfex me here; 
And fill me, from the crown to th' toe, top-full 
Of dired cruelty; make thick my blood. 
Stop up th' accefs and paflage to Remorfe, 
That no compunflious vifitings of nature 
Shake my fell purpofe^ nor keep peace between 

Ik' 
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Th' effeft, and it. Come to my woman's breafts, 
And take my milk for gall, you raurd'ring mi- 
tt ifters .' 
"Wliere-ever in your fightlefs fubftances 
* Youwait on nature's mifchief — Gome, thick nightl 
+And pall thee in the dunneft fmoke of hell, 
That my keen knife fee not the wound it makes; 
Nor heav'n peep through the blanket of the dark, 
To cry, hold, hold! 

Enter Macbeth. 

Great Glamis! worthy Cawdor! [Embracing km* 

Greater than both, by the all-hail hereafter! 
Thy letters have tranfportcd me beyond 
This ign'rant prefent time, and I feel now 
The future in the inftant. 

Macb, Deareft love, 
Duncan comes here to night. 

Lady, And when goes hence ? 

Mach, To-morrow, as he purpofes. 

Lady. Oh, never 
Shall Sun that morrow fee ! — 
Your face, my Thane^ is as a book, where men 
May read ftrange matters. To beguile the time. 
Look like the time ; bear welcome in your eye. 
Your hand, your tongue ; look like the innocent 

flower, 
But be the ferpent under't. He, that's coming, 
Muft be provided for; and you {hall put 
This night's great bufinefs into my difpatch. 
Which Ihall to all our nights and days to come 
Give folcly fovereign fway and mafterdom. 

Macb, We will fpeak further. 

Lady. Only look up clear : 
To alter favour, ever, is to fear. 
'Leave all the reft to me. [Exeuni, 

^ Ton wait on naturc'i mi/chief-^'] Nature, for Human, 
t And pall thee ] i. e, wrap thyfcif in a Pall. 

SCENE 
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SCENE VIIL 

Before MacbethV Cajile-Gate. 

Hautboys and Torches, Enter King^ Malcolm, 
Donalbain, Banquo, Lenox, MacduiF, Rofle, 
Angus, and Attendants, 

King. 'TH HIS Caftle hath a pleafant feat ; the ak 

jL Nimbly and fweetly recommends itfclf 
Unto our general fenfe. 

Ban, This gueft of fumraer, 
The temple- haunting martlet, does approve 
By his lov'd Manfionry that heaven's breath 
Smells wooingly here. No jutting frieze, 
Buttrice, nor coigne of vantage, but this bird 
Hath made his pendant bed, and procrcant cradle : 
Where they moft breed and haunt, I hav£ ohferv'd. 
The air is delicate. 

Enter Lady. 

ICing. See, fee I our honoured Hofiefs ! 
The love that follows us, fometimes is our trouble, 
Which ftill we thank as love. Herein I teach you, 
* How you fliould bid god-yeld us for your pains, 
And thank us for your trouble. 

Lady. All ourfervice 
(In every point twice done, and then done double,) 
Were poor and fingle bufinefs to contend 
Againft thofe honours deep and broad, wherewith 
Your Majefty loads our Houfe. For thofe of old. 
And the late dignities heap'd up to them. 
We reft your Hermits. 

King. Where's the Thane of Cawdor f 
We courft him at the heels, and bad a purpofc 
To be his purveyor : but be rides well. 
And his great love, (fliarp as his fpur,yhath holphim 

^S- Uoxi) youjhould hid god-yeld us— j To bid any out ^od-yeld^kim^ 
i. e. god-yield him^ was the fame as God reward him. 

To'j 
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To's home before us : fair and noble Hoftcfs, 
We are your gueft to night. 

Lady. Your fervants ever 
Have theirs, jthemfelves, atid what is theirs in compt. 
To make their audit at your Highnefs' pleafure. 
Still to return your own. 

King, Give me your hand ; 
Condud me to mine Hoft, we love him highly ; 
And (hall continue our graces towards him. 
By your leave* Hoftefs. [£xe«n^ 

SCENE IX. 

Changes to an Apartment in Macbeth'5 Cajlle. 

Hautboys^ Torches. Enter divers fervants with di/hes 
andfervice over thejlage. Then Macbeth. 

Macb, T F itw€rerf(?n«, when 'tis done, then 'twere well 

X It weve doiie quickly: if th' aiTaffination 
Could trammel up the confequence, and catch 
With its furceafe, fuccefs; that but this blow 

Might be the Be-all and the End-all Here. 

*But here^ upon this Bank and Shelve of time. 
We'd jump the life to come. — But, in thefe cafes*, 
We ftill have judgment here^ that we but teach 
Bloody inftruSions;. which, being taught, return 
To plague th'inventor. Even-handed juft ice 
Returns th^ Ingredients of our poifonM chalice 
To our own lips. He's here in double truft: 
Firft,.a6'I/am his kinfman and his fubje&y 
Strong bc^th againdthedeed: Then, as his Hod, 
WhoAould againft his murd'rer fliut the door. 
Not bear the knife myfelf. Befides, this Duncan 
Hath borne his faculties fo meek, hath been 
So clear in his great office, that his virtues 
Will plead, like angels, trurapet-tongu'd againft 
The deep damnation of his taking off; 

* Bui here, upon this bank and fchool of time^] Wc fliould read. 
Shelve 0/ I'm*, Mr. Theobald rwrfj, Shoal. 

Vol. VII. O And 



5go The Tragedy o/' Macbeth. 

And Pity, like a naked new*born babe. 
Striding the blafi, or heaven's cherubin hors'd 
Upon the fightlefs courfers of the air, 
Shall blow the horrid deed in ev'ry eye ; 
That tears fcall drown the wind — I have no'fpur 
To prick the fides of my intent, but only 
Vaulting Ambition, which o'er-leaps itfeif. 
And falls on th' othe r - ■■ 

S G E N E X. 

EnUr Lady Macbeth. 
How now ? what news ? 

Lady. He's almoft fupp'd ; why have you left the 
chamber? 

Macb, Hath he alk'd for me? 

Lady. Know you not he has ? 

Macb, We will procesed ho further in this bufinefs. 
He hath honoured me of late; aiid I have- bought 
Golden opinions fh>m all fort of people. 
Which would be worn now in their new^ft glofs, 
Not caft afide fo foon. 

Lady. Was the hope drunk. 
Wherein you dreft yourfelf ? hath it llept fince ? 
And wakes it now, to look fo green and pale 
At what it did fo freely ? from this time, 
Such I account thy love. Art thou afraid 
To be the fame in thine own aS and valour. 
As thou art in defire ? would'ft thou have That, 
Which thou cfteem'ft the ornament of life, 
And live a coward in thine own efteem ? 
Letting / dare not wait upon IwotUd^ 
* Like the poor ciat i' th' Adage. 

Mach. Pr'ythee, peace ; 
I dare do all that may become a man ; 
Who dares do more, is none. 

* LiAe ike poor cat itK Adage.] The Adage alluded to i$, the Ctt 
W9uld Qatc% Fi/hf Htjhe dart not wtt her Fett. ' Warb. 

Lady. 
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Lady. What beaft was't then. 
That made you break this enterprize to me? 
When you durft do it, then you were a man ; 
And (to be more than what you were) you would 
Be fo much more the man. Nor time, nor place 
Did then cohere, and yet you would make both : 
They've msKle themfelves; and that their fitnefs now 
Do's unmake you. I have given fuck, and know 

How tender 'tis to love the babe that milks me • 

I would, while it was fmiling in my face. 
Have pluckt my nipple from his bonelefs gums, 
And dafbt the drains out, had I but fo fwom 
As you have done to this. 

Afa^6. If we flaoTild fail, 

Lady. We fail J , 
But fcrew your courage to the fticking place. 
And we'll not fail. When Duncan is afleep, 
(Whewto the rather (hall his day's hard journey 
Soundly invite him) his two chamberlains 
Will I with wine and waffel fo convince. 
That memory (the warder of the braii:^ 
Shall be a fume; and the receipt of veafon 
A limbec only ; when in fwinifli fleep 
Their drenched natures lie as in a death. 
What cannot you and I perform upon 
Th'unguarded Duncan? what not put upon 
His fpungy officers, who fhall bear. the. guilt 
Of our great quell ? 

Macb. Bring forth men-children only ! 
For thy undaunted metal (hould compofe 
Nothing but males. Will it not be receiv'd. 
When we have mark'd with blood thofe fleepy two 
Of his own chamber, and us'd their very daggers, 
That they have don'*t ? 

Lady. Who dares receive it other, 
As we (hall make our griefs and clamour roar, 
Upon his death ? 

Macb. I'm fettled, and bend up 

O 8 Each 
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Each corporal agent to this terrible Feat. 
A^ay, and mock the time with faired (how : 
Falfe face mull hide what the falfe heart doth know. 

[Exeunt, 

ACT II. SCENE I. 

A Hall in Macbeth'^ CqftU. 
Enter Banquo, and Fleance wiib a torch before him. 

3.ANauO, 

HOW goes the night, boy ? [clock. 

He. The moon is down : I have not heard the 
Ban. And (he goes down at twelve. - 
Ee. I take' t, 'tis later; Sir. [hcav'n, 

Ban. Hold, take my fword. There's hufbandry ia 

Their candles are all out. — Take thee that too. 

A heavy fummons lies like lead upon me. 

And yet I would not fleep: Merciful' Pow'rs ! 

Reftrain in me the x:urfed thoughts^ that nature 

Gives way to in repofe. 

Enter Macbeth^ and afervantufitka tor^K 
Give me my fword : who's there ? 

Macb. A friend. 

Ban. What, Sir, not yet at reft? the King's a-bcd. 
He hath to night been in unufual pleafure. 
And fent great largefs to your officers ; 
This diamond he greets your wife withal, 
By the name of moft kind Hoftefs, and (hut up 
In meafurelefs content. 

Mach. Being unprepar'd, 
Our will became the fervant to defefi; 
Which elfe fliould free have wrought. 

Ban. All's well. 
I dreamt taft night of the three, weyward fifters: 
To you they've fliew'd fome truth. 

Macb, 
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^Mach, I think not of them ^ 
Yet, when we can intreat an hour to fcrve, 
Would fpend it in fomc words upon that bufincfs ; 
If you would grant the time. 

Ban. At your kind leifare. 

Mach. If yoH fball cleave to my confent^ when 'tis, 
It ihall make honour for you. 

Bark, So I lofe none 
In feeking to augment it, but ftill keep 
My bofom franchis'd and allegiance clear, 
I fliall be counfeird. 

Mach. Good repofc the while f 

Ban, Thanks, Sir ; the like to you. 

[Eneunt Banquo and Fleance. 

SCENE II. 

Mach, /^ O, bid thy miflrefs, when my drink is 

VJ ready, 
She ftrike upon the bell. Get fhee tob^d. [ExH Serv. 
Is this a dagger which I fee before me, [thee. 

The handle tow'rd my hand? come, let me clutch 
I have thee not, and yet I fee thee Aill. 
Art thou not, fatal Vifion, fenfible 
To feeling as to fight? or art thou but 
A dagger of the mind, a falfe creation 
Proceeding from the heat-oppreffed brain? 
I fee ihee yet, in form as palpable 

As this which now I draw. 

Thou marlharfi me the way that I was going ; 

And fuch an inflrument I was to ufe. 

Mine eyes are made the fools o'th^ other fenfes, 

Or elfe worth all the reft— I fee thee ftill ; 

* And on the blade of th'dudgeon, + gouts of blood, 

* And on thy blade and dudgeon, gouts oj blood,'] Certainly, if on the 
Blade, then m the Dudgeon ; for Dudgeon fignifiei a (mall Dagger. 
We (hould read theref«Te^ 

And on the Blade of th* Dudgeon^^^^ 
i^goxLts of blood] Or Dropsj French, Mr. Pope. 

O 3 Which 
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Which was not fo before. — There's no fuch thing. — 
It is the bloody bufinefs, which informs 
Thus to mine eyes.— Now o'er one half the world 
Nature feems dead, and wicked dceams abafe 
The curtained fleep ; now witchcraft celebrates 
Pale Hecate's ofiFerings : and withered Murder, 
(AlarumM by his fentinel, the wolf, 
\Vhofe howFs his watch) thus with his ftealthy pace, 
"With Tarquins ravifhing flridcs, tow'rds his de&gn 
Moves like a ghoft. — Thou found and firm-fet earth. 
Hear not my fteps, which way they walk, for fear 
Thy very ftones pra.ie of my where-about; i 

And take the prefent horror from the time, | 

Which now fuits with it. — Whilft I threat, he lives— 

[A Bell rings. 
Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives. 
I go, and it is done; the bell invites me. 
Hear it not, Duncan^ for it is a knell j 

Ihat fumrnpns thee to heav''n or to hell. [Exit. 

SCENE III. I 

Enter Lady. 
Lady. HT' HAT which hath made them drunk, hath I 

X made me bold : [peace ! 

What hath quench 'd them, hath given me fire. Hark ! 
It was the owl that ihriek'd, the fatal bell-man. 
Which gives the Aern'fi good-night he is about 

it 

The doors are open ; and the iurfeited grooms 
Do mock their charge with fnores. Fve drugged 

their PolTets, 
That death and nature do contend about them, 
Whether they live or die. 

Enter Macbeth. 

Macb. Who's there ? — —what ho ! 
Lady, Alack I I am afraid^ they have Siwak'd ; 
And 'tis not done; th' attempt and not the deed» 

Confounds 
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Confounds us — hark — ! I laid their daggers ready. 
He could not mifs 'em. — Had he not refembled 
My father as he flept, 1 had don't — My hufband I 

Macb. I've done the deed didft thou not hear 

a noife ? 

Lady, I heard -the owl fcream, and the crickets cry. 
Did not you fpeak ? 

Macb. When ? 

Lady. Now. 

Macb. As I defcended ? 

Lady. Ay. 
' Macb. Hark ! who lies i'th' fecond chamber ? 

Lady. Donatbain. 

Macb. This is a forry fight. [Looks on his- hands. 

Lady. A fooli(h thought, to fay, a forry fight. 

Mdc^. There's one did laugh in's deep, and one 
cryM, Murdcp-! 
They wak'deach other; and I flood and heard them; 
But they did fay their prayers, and addrefs them 
Again to fleep. 

Lady. There are too lodg'd together. 

Macb. One cry'd, God blefs us ! and, Amen ! the 
other ; 
As they had feen me with thefe hangman's hands, j 
Lifiening their fear, I could not fay, Amen, 
When they did fay, God blefs us. 

Lady. Confider it not fo deeply. 

Macb. But wherefore could not I pronounce, Amen ? 
I had moil need of bleflTing, and Amen 
Stuck in my throat. 

Lady. Thefe deeds-muft not be thought. 
After thefe ways ; fo, it will make us mad. [more! 

Macb. Methought, I heard a voice cry. Sleep no 
Macbelh doth murder Sleep ; the innocent fleepi 
Sleep that knits, up the ravcU'd fleeve of care, 
The birth of each day's life, fore labour's bath. 
Balm of hurt minds, great nature's fecond Courfe, 

Chief nourifher in life's feaft. 

O 4 Lady. 
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Ladj. What do you mean ? 

Macb. Still it cry'd, deep no more, to all tHc houie; 
Glamis hath murder'd fltep, and therefore Cawdor 
Shall fleep no more ; Macbeth ifaall fleep no more ! 

I.aJj. Who was it, that thus cry'd? why worthy 
Tham, 
You do unbend your noble ftrength, to think 
So brain-fickly of things ; go, get fome water. 
And wafh this filthy witnefs from your hand. 
Why did you bring thefe daggers from the place? 
They muft lie there. Go, carry them, and fmear 
The fleepy grooms with blood.. • 

Macb, ril go no more ; 
I am afraid to think what I have done ; 
Look on't again, I dare not. 

Lady. Infirm of purpofc ! 
Give me the daggers; the fleeping and the dead 
Are but as pi^ures ; 'tis the eye of childhood. 
That fears a painted devil. I^ he do bleed, 
ril gild the faces of the grooms withal, 
For it muft feem their guilt. [Exit, 

Knocks within, 

Macb* Whence is that knocking ! [Starting* 

How is it with me, when every noife appals me? 
What hands are here? hah ! they pluck out mine 

eyes. 
Will all great Neptune's ocean wafh this blood 
Clean from my hand ? no, this my hand will rather 
Thy multitudinous fe» incarnardinc. 
Making the green one red ^ 

Enter Lady. 

Lady. My hands are of your colour ; but I ihame 
To wear a heart fo white; I hear a knocking 

[Knock, 
At the fouth entry* Retire we to our chamber ; 
A little water clears us of this deed. 

[How 
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How cafy is it then ? your conftancy ' 

Hath left you unattended— hark, more knocking ! 

[Knock. 
Get on your night-gown, left occafion call us^ 
And fliew us to be Watchers ; be not loft 
So poorly in your thoughts. 

Macb, To know my deed, 'twere feeffi not know 
myfelf. 
Wake, Duncan^ with this knocking: 'would thou 
couldft! [Exiuni. 

SCENE IV. 

Enter a Porter, 

[Knocking p T TERE's a knocking, indeed: if a 
ijithin,] ^ 'XTX man were porter of hell-gate, he 
ihould have old turning the key. [Knock] Knock, 
knock, knock. Who's there, i'th' name of Eelzebubf 
here's a farmer, that hang'd himfelf on the expe&a- 
tion of plenty : come in time, have napkins enough 
about you, here you'll fweat for't. [Knock] Knock, 
knock. Who's there i'th' other devil's name? 
faith' * here's an equivocator, that could fwear iit 
both the fcales againft either fcale, who committed 
treafon enough for God's fake, yet could not equi- 
vocate to heav'n : oh, come in, equivocator, [Knoek] 
Knock, knock, knock. Who's there ?^ faith, here's an* 
Englijh taylor come hither for ftealing out of a French 
hofe: come in, taylor, here you may roaft your 
goofe: [Knock] Knock, knock. Never at quiet ! what 
are you? but this place is too cold for hell. I'll de- 
vil-porter it ho further : I had thought, to have let 
in fom€ of all profefllons, that go the primrofe way 

* hen^s an equivocator — who committed treafon enough for God^sfake^l 
Meaning.ajtfuit ; an Order fo troublerome to the State in Queeo 
Elizabeth' and King James the Firft's Times. The Inventon of the ex- 
ecrable Dodrine of EquivQcation. 

O5 to 
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to th'everlafiing bon&re. [Knock] Anon, anon, I 
pray you, remamber the porter. 

Enter Macduff, and Lenox* 

Macd. Was it fo late, friend, ere you went to bedi 
That you do lie fo late ? . 

Port. Faith, Sir, we were caroafing 'till the fecond 
cock : 
And Drink, Sir, ia a gre«it provoker of three things. 

Macd. What three things doth Drink efpecially 
provoke ? 

Port. Marry, Sir, nofe-painting, fleep, and urine. 
Lechery, Sir, it provokes, and unprovokcs ; it pro- 
vokes the defire, but it takes away the performance. 
Therefore much Drink may be faid to be an equivo- 
cator with lechery ; it makes him, and it mars him ; 
it fets him on,^and it takes him off; it perfuadeshim, 
and diihezirtens him ; makes him fland to, and not 
iiand to ; in conclufion, equivocates him into a fleep, 
and, giving him the lie, leaves him. 

Macd. I believe. Drink gave thee the lie lail night, 
. Port. That it did. Sir, i'th' very throat o' me ; but 
I requited him for bis lie ; and, I think, being loo 
ftrong for him, though he took my legs fome time, 
yet I made a ftiift to caft him. 

Macd. Is thy mafler ftirring ? 
Our knocking has awak'd him ; here he comes. 

Lett. Good-morrow, noble Sir. 

Enter Macbeth, 

Macb. Good morrow. Both. 

Macd. Is the King ftirring, worthy Thanef 

Macb. Not yet. 

Macd. He did command me to call timely on him ; 
I've almoft flipt the hour. 

Macb. ril bring you to him. 

Macd. I know, this is a joyful trouble to you : 
But yet, 'tis one. 

Macb. 



The Tragedy o/" Macbeth. 159 

Macb, ThjC labour, we delight in, phyfics pain ; 
This is the door. 

Macd. rU make fo bold to call, for 'tis ray limited 
fervice. [Exit Macdu£F. 

Len, Goes the King hence to day ? 

Mach. He did appoint fo. 

Len. The night has been unruly; where we lay. 
Our chimneys were blown down : And, as they fay, 
Lamentings heard i'th' air, ftrange fcreams of death, 
And prophefying with accents terrible 
Of dire combuftiop, and confus'd events, 
New hatch'd to th' woful time : 
The obfcure bird cjamour'd the live-long night. 
Some fay, the earth was fcv'rous, and did {hake. 

Macb, 'Twas a rough night. 

Len. My young remembrance cannot parallel 
A fellow to it. 

Enter Macduff. 
Macd, O horror ! horror i horror! 
Nor tongue, nor heart, cannot conceive, nor pamc 

thee 

Mach. and Len: What's the jnatter? 
Macd. Confufion now hath made bis mafter-piece; 
Mod facrilegious murder hath broke ope 
The Lord's anointed temple, and fiolc thence 
The life o'th' building. 

Mach, What is't you fay ? the life ? 

Len. Mean you his Majefly ? 

Macd. Approach the chamber, and deflroy your 
fight 
With a new Gorgon. — Do not bid me fpeak ; 
See, and then fpeak yourfelves : awake ! awake ! 

[Exeunt Macbeth and LenOx. 

Ring the alarm-bell murder f and treafon ! 

Banquo, and DoruUhain ! Malcolm! awake ! 
Shake off this downy fleep, death's counterfeit, 

And look on death itfelf up, up, and fee 

O 6 The 
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The greal Doom^s image — Malcolm ! Banquo ! 

As from your graves rife up, and walk like fprights, 

To countenance this horror. 

SCENE V. 

Bell rings. Enter Lady Macbeth. 

Ladj.^XT H\T'$ the bufincfs, 

VV That fuch an hideous trumpet calls to 
parley 
The fleepers of the hbufe ? fpeak. 

Macd, Gentle lady, 
'Tis not for you to hear what I can fpeak. 
The repetition in a woman's ear 
Would murder as it fell. O Banquo^ Banquo i 

Enter Banquo. 

Our royal mailer's murder'd. 

jMdy, Woe, alas I 
What, in our houfe ? 

Ban. Too cruel, any where. 
Macduff', 1 pr'ythee, contradiift thyfelf. 
And fay, it is not fo. 

Enter Macbeth, Lenox, and Rofle. 

Macb. Had I but dy'd an hour before this chance, 
I had liv'd a blefTed time : for, from this inftant. 
There's nothing ferious in mortality ; 
All is but toys ; Renown, and Grace, is dead ; 
The wine of life is drawn, and the mere le^s 
Is left this vault to brag of. 

Enter Malcolm, and Donalbain. 

Don. What is amifs ? 

Macb. You are, and do not know't : 
The fpring, the head, the fountain of your blood 
Is ftopt ; the very fource of it is flopt. 

Macd, Your royal father's murder'd. 

Mai. 
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Mai, Oh, by whom ? 

Len, Thofe of his chamber, as it feem'd, had don't ; 
Their hands and faces were all badg'd with blood, 
So were their daggers, which, unwip'd, we found 
Upon their pillows ; they ftar'd and were diftrafted ; 
No man's life was to be trufted with them. 

Mach. O, yet I do repent me of my fury, 
That I did kill them. 

Macd. Wherefore did you fo ? 

Mach. Who can be wife, amaz'd, temp' rate and 
furious, 
Loyal and neutral in a moment ? no man. 
The expedition of my violent love 
Out-run the paufer, Reafon. Here, lay Duncan^ 
His filver flcin laced with his golden blood, 
And his galb'd Stabs look'd like a breach in Nature,. 
For Ruin's wafteful entrance; there, the murderers ; 
Steep'd in the colours of their trade, their daggers 
* Unmanly reech'd with gore: who could refrain, 
That had a heart to love, and in that heart 
Courage, to make's love known ? 

jMdy. Help me hence, ho ! — ► [Seeming to faint, 

Macd, Look to the lady. 

Mai, Why do we hold our tongues, 
That moft may claim this argument for ours? 

Don, What (hould be fpoken here, 
Where our Fate, hid within an augre-hole. 
May rufti, and feize us ? Let's away, our tears 
Are not yet brew'd. 

Mai. Nor our ftrong for row on 
The foot of motion. 

Ban. Look to the lady ; 

[Lady Macbeth is carried out. 
And when we have our naked frailties hid, 
-That fuffer in expofure, let us meet, 

* Unmannerly breech'd wiik Gore : — ] This nonfenlical Account 
of the Suce in which the Daggers were found^ muft furely be read 
thus, Unmaoly rccch'd tt//M C^r^;-— * Warb* 

And 
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And qdeftion this moft bloody pitce of work. 
To know it fur then Fears and fcruples (hake us. 
In the great hand of God I fiapd, and thence, 
Againft the undivulg'd pretence I fight 
Of treasonous malice. 

Mach. So do I. 

All. So, all. 

Macb. Let's briefly put on manly readinefs. 
And meet i'th' hall together. 

AIL Well contented. [Extmt, 

Mai. What will you do ? let's not confort with 
them: 
To fliew an unfelt forrow, is an ofiBce 
Which the falfe man does eafy. I'll to England. 

Bon. To Ireland^ I ; our feparated fortune 
Shall keep us both the fafer ; where we are, 
There's daggers in men's fmiles; the near in blood, 
The nearer bloody. 

Mai. This murderous fliaft that's (hot. 
Hath not yet lighted ; and our fafeft way 
Is to avoid the aim. Therefore, to horfe ; 
And let us not be dainty of leave-taking. 
But (hift away; there's warrant in that theft. 
Which fteals itfelf when there's no mercy left. 

[EKiuni. 

SCENE VI. 

The Ouifide of Macbeth'j Cajile. 

Enter Roffe, xuith an old Man. 

Old Man.rnnHREE SCORE and ten I can re- 

X member well. 

Within the volume of which time, I've feen 
Hours dreadful, and things flrange ; but this fore night 
Hath trifled former knowings. 

Roffe. Ah, good father. 
Thou feeft, the heav'ns, as troubled with man's afl, 

Threaten 
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Threaten this bloody ftage : by th' clock, 'tis day ; 
And yet dark night ftrangles the travelling lamp ; . 
Is^t night's predominance, or the day's fhame. 
That, darknefs does the face of earth intomb. 
When living light {hould.kifs it? 

Old M, 'Tis unnatural. 
Even like the Deed that's done. On Tuefday laft, 
A faulcon, towring in her pride of place. 
Was by a^moufing owl hawkt at, and kilFd. 

.Roffi, And Duncan's horfes, (a thing moft flrange 
and certain !) 
Beauteous and fwift, the minions of their Race, 
Turn'd wild in nature, broke their ftalls, flung out^ 
Contending 'gainft obedience, as they would 
Make war with man. 

Old M. "Tis faid, they eat each other. 

Rojffi. They did fo; to the amazement of mine 
eyes, ^ 
That looked lipon't. 

Enter MacduflF. 

Here comes the good Macduff. 
How goes the^ world. Sir, now ? 

Macd, Why, fee you not? 

Rojfe. Is't known, who did this more than bloody 
Deed ? 

Macd, Thofe, that Macbeth hath flain, 

Rojfe^ Alas, the day ! 
What good could they pretend ? 

Macd, They were fuborn'd ; 
Malcolm, and Donalhain, the King's two Sons, 
Are ftolFn away and fled ; which puts upon them 
Sufpicion of the Deed. 

Rojfe, 'Gainft nature fiill ; 

Thriftlefs ambition ! that wilt ravin up 

Thine own life's means. Then 'tis moft like. 

The Sovereignty will fall upon Macbeth^ ''*' 

Macd. 
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Macd, He is already nam'd, and gpne to Scmu 
To be invefted. 

Rojfe. Where is Duncans body ? 

Macd. Carried to Colmes-hill^ 
The facred (lorehoufe of his PredecefibrSr 
And guardian of their bones. 

Roffe. Will you to Scone f 

Macd. No, Coufin, Til to Fife, 

Roje. Well, I will thither. 

Macd. Well, may you fee things well done therev 
(adieu ;) 
Left our old robes fit eafier than our new ! 
• .Roffe. Farewel, Father. 

Old M. God's benifon go with you, and with thofe^ 
That would make good of bad^ and friends of foes. 

[Exeunt 



ACT III. SCENE L 

An Apartment in the Palace. 
Enter Banquo. 

THOU haft it now; King, Cawdor^ Glamis^ all 
The weyward women promised ; and, I fear^ 
Thou play'dft moft foully for't : yet it was faid. 
It (hould not ftand in thy Pofterity j 
But that myfclf fliould be the root, and father 
Of many Kings. If there come truth from them^ 
(As upon thee, Macbeth, their fpeeches' Ihine) 
Why, by the verities on thee made good. 
May they not be my Oracles as well, 
And fet me up in hope ? but, hufh, no more. 

Trumpets found. Enter Macbeth as King^ Lady Macbeth, 
Lenox, Roffe, Lords and Attendants. 

Meu^. Here's our chief gueft. 

Lady. 
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Lady. If he had been forgotten. 
It had been as a gap in our great Feaft, 
And all things unbecoming. 

Mach. To night we hold a fokmn fupper, Sir, 
And ril requeft your prefence. 

Ban. Lay your Highnefs' 
Command upon me ; to the which, my Duties 
Are with a mod indiflbluble tye 
For ever knit. 

Mach. Ride you this afternoon ? 

Ban. Ay, my good lord. 

Mach. We {hould have elfe dcfir'd 
Your good advice (which ftill hath been both grave 
And profperous) in this day's Council; but 
We'll take to-morrow. Is it far you ride ? 

Ban. As far, my lord, as will fill up the time 
'Twixt this and fupper. Go not my horfc the better^ 
I rauft become a borrower of the night 
For a dark hour or twain. 

Mach* Fail not our feaft. 
. Ban. My lord, I will not. 

Mach. We hear, our bloody CouGns arc beftow'^d 
la England^ and in Ireland; not confeffing 
Their cruel Parricide, filling their hearers 
With firange invention ; but of That to-morrow; 
When therewithal we (ball have caufe of State, 
Craving us jointly. Hie to horfe : adieu. 
Till you return at night. Goes FUance with you? 

Ban. Ay, my good lord ; our time does call upon us. 

Mach. I wifh your horfes fwift, and fure of foot-t 
And fo I do commend you to their backs. 
Farewel. [Exit Banquo- 

Let ev'ry man be mafter of his time 
Till feven at night; to make fociety 
The fweeter welcome, we will keep ourfelf 
'Till fupper-time alone : till then, God be with you. 
[Exeunt Lady Macbeth, and Lords. 
SCENE 
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SCENE II. 

Manent Macbeth, and a Servant, 

SIRRAH, a word with you: attend thofe men 
Our pleafure ? 
Ser, They are, my lord, without the Palace-gate. 
Macb. Bring them before us To be thus, is 

nothing ; [Exit/erv, 

But to be fafely thus. -Our fears in Banquo 

Stick deep ; and in his Royalty of Nature 

Reigns That, which would be fear d. 'Tis much he 

dares. 
And to that dauntlefs temper of his mind, 
He hath a wifdom that doth guide his valour 
To a& in fafety. There is none but he, 
Whofe Being I do fear: and, under him. 
My Genius is rebuk'd ; as, it is faid, 
Antony's was by Ctejar, He chid the Sifters, 
When firft they put the name of King upon me. 
And bade them fpeak to him ; then, Prophet-like, 
They haii'd him father to a line of Kings. 
Upon my head they placed a fruitlefs Crown, 
And put a barren Scepter in my gripe. 
Thence to be wrench'd with an unlineal hand, 
No fon of mine fucceeding* If 'tis fo. 
For Banquo' s iffue have I 'filed my mind : 
For them, the gracious Duncan have I murder'd : 
Put rancours in the veffel of my Peace 
Only for them: and mine eternal jewel 
Giv'n to the common^nemy of man. 
To make them Kings : the Seed of Banquo Kings : 
Rather than fo, come Fate into the lift. 
And champion me to th' utterance ! — who's there? 

. . Enter Servant^ arid two murderers. 

Go to the door, and flay there, 'till we call. 

[Exit Servant. 
Was 
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Was it not yefterday we fpoke together ? 

Mur. It was, fo pleafe your Highnefs. 

Macb, Well then, now 
You have confider'd of my fpeeches? know, 
That it was he, in the times paft, which held you 
So under fortune; which, you thought, had been 
Our innocent felf; this I made good to you 
In ourlaft conference, paft in probation with you : 
How you were borne in hand ; how croft ; the in- 

ftrumcntS; 
Who wrought with them: and all things elfe that 

might 
To half a foul, and to a notion craz'd^ 
Say, thus did Banquo. 

I Mur, True, you made it known. 

Macb. 1 did fo.; and went further, which is now 
Our point of fecond meeting. Do you find 
Your Patience fo predominant in your nature. 
That you can let this go? are you fo gofpeird^ 
To pray for this good man and for bis ifTue^ . . 
Whofe heavy hand hath bbw'd you to th^ Grave, 
And beggared yours fpr ever ? 

1 Mur, We are men, my liege. 

Macb. Ay, in the catalogue ye go for men, 
As hounds, and grey-hounds, mungrels, fpaniels^ 

curs, 
Showghes, water-rugs, and demy-wolves are cleped 
All by the name of dogs ; the valued file 
Diftinguifhes the fwift, the flow, the fubtle. 
The houfe-keeper, the hunter; every one 
According to the gift which bounteous Nature 
Hath in him clos'd ; whereby he does receive 
Particular addition, from the bill 
That writes them all alike: and fo of men. 
Now, if you have a ftation in the file. 
And not in the worft rank of manhood, fay it ; 
And I will put that bufinefs in your bofonu, 
Whofe execution takes your enemy off; 

Grapples 
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Grapples you to the heart and love of us^ 
Who wear our health but fickly in his life, 
Which in his death were perfeft. 

s Mur. I am one, 
Whom the vile blows and buffets of the world 
Have fo inccns'd, * that I am recklefs what 
I do, to fpite the world. 

1 Mur, And I another, 

t So weary with difaftraus tuggs with fortune, 
That I would fet my life on any chance. 
To mend it, or be rid on't. 

Mach, Both of you 
Know, Banqua was your enemy. 

Mur, True, my lordr 

Maeb, So is be mine : anrd in fuch bloody difiance, 
That every minute of his Being tbrufts 
Againft my near'ft of life ; and though I could 
With barc-fac'd Power fweep him from my figbt. 
And bid my Will avouch it ; yet I muft not. 
For certain friends that are both his and mine, 
Whofe loves I may not drop ; but wail his Fall, 
Whom I myfclf flruck down : and thence it is, 
That I to your affiftance do make love, 
Mafking the bufmefs from the common eye 
For fundry weighty reafons. 

2 Mur, We &all, my lord. 
Perform what you command uSr 

I Mur, Though our lives 

Afac^. Your fpirits (bine through you. In this 
hour, at moft, 
I will advife you where to plant yourfelves ; 



-tkat I am nckUb whaf\ t. /, Cardic&. Mr. Pope. 



i So weary vfUh Difaflers, Tugg*d with Fortune,'] We fee ihe 
Speaker means to fa^r that he is weaiy with Aiuggling with adverfe 
Fortune. But this reading cxpreiffes but half the Idea ; viz. of a 
Man tugg*d and haled -by Fortune without making ReHftance. To 
give the complete Thought, we ihould read. 

Si weary with difaAroos Tuggs unih Fortune. 

Afquaint 
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Acquaint you with the perfeft fpy o'th' time, 
The moment on't ; (for't muft be done to nighty 
And fomething from the Palace: always thought. 
That I require a Glcarnefs:) and with him, 
(To leave no rubs nor botches in the Work) 
FUance his fon, that keeps him company^ 
(Whofe abfence is no lefs material to me. 
Than is his father's) muft embrace the fate 
Of that dark hour. Refolve yourfelves a-part. 
Til come to you anon. 

Mur. We are tefolv'd, my lord. 

Macb. ril call upon yeu ftraight; abide within, 

_ . , . , [£^eunt murderers. 

It is concluded ; Banquo, thy Soul's flight, 

Jf it find he^vV, muft find it put ip-night. [EtcU, 

S C E N E III. 

Another Apartment in the Palace. 
Enter Lady Macbeth, and a Servant.. 
Lady. TS Banquo gone from Court? 

L Serv. Ay Madam, but returns again to night. 
Lady. Say to the King, I would attend fais leifure 
For a few words. 

Serv. Madam, I will. [Exit 

Lady. Nought's had, all's fpcnt. 
Where our defire is got without content : 
'Tis fafer to be That which we deftroy. 
Than by deftruflion dwell in doubtful joy. 

Enter Macbeth. 

How now, my lord, why do you keep alone? 
Of forrieft fancies your companions making, 
Ufingthofe thoughts, which ftould, indeed, havedy'd 
With them they think on? things without all remedy 
Should be without regard ; what's done, is done. 

- Ma£b. We haye fcotch'd the fnake, not kill'd it 

She'll 
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SheMI clofe, and be herfelf; whilft our poor malice 

Remains in danger ai her former tooth. 

But let both worlds disjoint, and all things fuffer. 

Ere we will eat our meal in fear, and fleep 

In the afflidion of ihefe terrible Dreams, 

That (hake us nightly. Better be with the Dead, 

(Whom we, to gain our Place, have fent to Peace) 

Than on the torture of the mind to lie 

In reftlefs ecftafy — Duncan is in his Grave ; 

After life's fiiful fever, he fleeps well ; 

Treafon has done his worft ; nor fteel, nor poifon, 

Malice domcftic, foreign levy, nothing 

Can touch him further ! 

Lady, Come on ; 
Gentle my lord, fleek o'er your rugged looks ; 
Be bright and jovial, 'mong your guells to night. 

Macb. So (hall I, Love ; and fo,^ P^ay, he you; 
Let your remembrance ftill apply to Banquo. 
Prefent him Eminence, both with eye and tongue: 
Unfafe the while, t\iat we muft lave our honours 
In thefe fo flattering dreams, and make our faces 
Vizors t'our hearts, difguiiing what they are ! 

Lady, You muft leave this. 

Macb, O, full of fcorpions is my mind, dear wife ! 
Thou know'ft, that Banquo^ and his FUance^ lives. 

Lady, But in them Nature's copy's not eternal. 

Macb, There's comfort yet, they are aflailabk ; 
Then, be thou jocund. Ere the Bat hath flown 
His cloyfter'd flight ; ere to black Hecat\ fummons 
* The fhard-born beetle with his drowfy hums 
Hath rung night's yawning peal, there ihall be done 
A deed of dreadful note. 

Lady, What's to be done ? 

Macb. Be innocent of the knowledge, deareft chuck, 
'Till thou applaud the Deed: tcome, feeling Night, 

*tke fliard-bora beetle] i, e. The Beetle hatch'd inClifis of Wood. 

t Come J fealing Nighty] Thus the common Editions had it ; but the 

old Qut^Jeeling, i, c. blinding i which is righu Itis a term in Falcoiuy. 

Skarf 
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Skarf up the tender eye of pitiful day. 
And with thy bloody and invifible hand 
Cancel and tear to pieces that great bond. 
Which keeps me pale. Light thickens, and the Grow 
Makes wing to th' rooky wood : 
Good things of day begin to droop and drowze. 
Whiles night's black agents to their prey do rowze. 
Thou marveirft at my words ; but hold thee ftill ; 
Things, bad begun, make ftrong themfelves by III: 
So, pr'ythee, go with me. [ExeunL 

SCENE IV. 

Changes to a Park ; the Cajile at a dijlance. 
Enter three Murderers* 
I Mur, T> U T who did bid thee join with us ? 
Jl3 3 Mur. Macbeth. 

2 Mur. He needs not our Miftruft, fince he delivers 
Our offices, and what we have to do. 

To the direAion juft. 

1 Mur. Then ftand with us. 

The weft yet glimmers with fome ftreaks of day : 
Now fpurs the lated traveller apace. 
To gain the timely inn ; and near approaches 
The fubjed of our watch. 

3 Mur. Hark, I hear horfes. 

[Banquo within.] Give us light there, ho ! 

2 Mur. Then it is he : the reft 

That are within the note of cxpeflation. 
Already are i' th' Court. 
I Mur, His horfes go about. 

3 Mur. Almoft a mile : but he does ufually, 
(So all men do,) from hence to th' Palace gate 
Make it th^ir Walk. 

Enter Banquo and Fleance, with a Torch, 

% Mur. A light, a light. 
3 Mur. 'Tis he. 

1 Mur, 
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I Mur, Stand to't. 

Ban, It will be rain to night. 

I Mur. Let it come down. [They affandt Banquo. 

Ban, Oh, treachery ! 
Fly, Eeance, fly, fly, fly. 
Thou may'ft revenge. Oh flave ! 

[Dies, Fleance efcapei. 

3 Mur, Who did ftrike out the light ? 

I Mur, Was't not the way? 

3 Mur, There's but One down ; the fon 
Is fled. 

3 Mur. We've loft beft half of our affair. 

I Mur. Well, let's away, and fay how much ii 
done. (Exiuni. 

S C E N E V. 

Changes to a Room of State in the CaftU. 

A Banquet prepared. Enter Macbeth, Lady Roflc, 
Lenox, Lords^ and Attendants. 

Mach. yLT O U know your own degrees, fit down: 
JL At firft and laft, the hearty welcome. 

Lords. Thanks to your Majefly. 

Macb. Ourfelf will mingle with fbciety. 
And play the humble Ho5: 
Our Hoftefs keeps her State, but in beft time 
We will require her wdcome. [Theyfu. 

Lady. Pronounce it for me. Sir, to all our friends, 
For my heart fpeaks, they're welcome. 

Enter frjl Murderer, 

Macb. See, they encounter thee with their hearts' 
thanks. 
Both fides are even : here TU fit i' ih' midft ; 
Be large in mirth, anon we'll drink a meafure 

The table round There's blood upon thy face. 

[To the Murderer^ <ifide^ at the door. 

Mur. 
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"Mur. Tis Banquas then, 

Macb. Tis better thee without, than he within. 
Ishe.difpatch'd? 

Mur, My lord, his.throat is cut, Thatldld for him, 
. Mo^^.Thou art the bed ofcut-throats; yet he's good. 
That did the like for Fleance: if thou didft it, 
Thou art the non-pareil. 

Mur. Mofl: royal Sir, 
Fleance is 'fcap'd. „ fperfeft ; 

Mac, Then comes my Fit again : I had elfe been 
Whole as the marble, founded as. the rock; 
As broad, and general, as rhe cafingair: 
But now I'm cabin'd, cribb'd, confined, bound m 
To fancy Doubts and Fears. But Banquo*s fafe?— • 

Mur. Ay, my good lord : fafe in a ditch he bide&. 
With twenty trenched gaflies on his head ; 
The lea ft a death to Nature. 

Macb. Thanks for that ; 
There the grown ferpent lies : the worm, that's fled. 
Hath Nature that in time wiJl venom breed. 
No teeth for th' prefent. Get thee gone, to-morrow 
We'll heart ourfelves again. [£:(it Murderer. 

.Lady. My royal lord. 
You do not give the cheer; the feaft is fold. 
That is not often voached, while 'tis making 
'Tis given with welcome.. To feed, were beft at home; 
From thence, the fauce to meat is ceremony; 
Meeting were bare without it. 
[The Ghqft g/*Banquo rifeSy and fits m 'Macbeth- J /^/jtf^» 

Macb. Sweet remembrancer ! 
Now good digeftion wait on appetite. 
And health on both ! 

Xen. May't pleafc your Highnefs fit? froofd, 

Mach. Here had we now our Country's Honour 

Were the grac'd perfon of our Banquo prefent, 

(Whom may I rather challenge for unkindnefs, . 
Than pity for raifchance !) 
Roffe. His abfence, Sir, 
Vol. Vn. P Lays 
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Lays blame upon his promiie. Plcas't your Highnefs 
Tougrace us with your royal company ? 

Mach. The table's full. [Starting, 

Len.' Here's a place rcfcrv'd, Sir.' 

Macb. Where ? 

l^n. Here, my good lord. 
What is't that moves your Highnefs ? 

Macb. Which of you have done this ? 

Lords. What, my good lord ? 

MacL Thou can'ft not fay, I did it : never Ihake 
Thy goary locks at me. 

Roffi: Gentlemen, rife ; his Highnefs is not well. 

Lady. Sit worthy friends, my lord is often thus. 
And hath been from his youth. Pray you, keep feat. 
The Fit is momentary, on a thought 
He wilf again be well. If much you note him, 
You (hall offend him, and extend his paffion ; 

Feed, and regard him not. Are you a man ? 

[To Macbeth ajid€. 

Mofb. Ay, and 4 bold one, that dare look on That, 
Which might appal the Devil. 

Lady. O proper ftuflFI 
This is the very painting of your fear ; [Afid€. 

This is the air-drawn-dagger, which, you faid. 
Led you to Duncan. Oh, thefe flaws atid ftarts 
(Impoftars to true fear,) would well become 
A woman's ftory at a winter's fire. 

Authorized by her grandam. Shame itfelf I 

Why do you make fuch faces ? when all's done. 
You look but on a flool. 

Macb. Pr'ythee, fee there ! 
Behold ! look ! lo ! how fay you? 

[Pointing to the Ghqfi. 
Why, what care I ? if thou can'ft nod, fpeak loo. — 
If Charnelhoufes and our Graves muft fend 
Thofe, that we bury, back ; our Monuments 
Shall be the maws of kites. [The Ghojlvanijhes 

Lady, What ? quite unmanned in folly ? 

Macb, 
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Mach, If I ftand here, I faw him;- 

Lady, Fie, for fliame ! [tim e, 

Macb. Blood hath been flied ere now, i'th' olden 
* Ere human Statute purg'd the general weal; 
Ay, and fince too, Murders have been performed 
Too terrible for th' ear: the times have. been. 
That, when the brains were out, the man would die, 
And there an end : but now they rife again 
With twenty mortal Murders on their, crowns^ 
And pu(h us from our ftools ; this is more ftrangc 
Than fuch a murder is. 

Lady, My worthy lord, 
Your noble friends do lack you. 

Macb. I do forget. 
Do not mufe at me, my moft worthy friends, 
I have a (Irange InErmity, which is nothing [all ! 
To thofe that know me. Come, Love and Health to 
Then FU fit down : give me fome wine, fill full— • 
I drink to ih' general joy of the whole table. 
And to our dear friend Banquo^ whom we mi£s ; 
Would he were here .' to all, and him, we third, 
And all to all. 

Lards, Our Duties, and the Pledge, 

[The Ghcjl rifes again, 
Macb, Avaunt, and quit my fight I Let the earth 
hide thee ! 
Thy bones are marrowlefs, thy blood is cold ; 
Thou haft no fpeculation in thofe eyes, 
Which thou doft glare with. 

Lady, Think of this, good Peers, 
But as a thing of cuftom; 'tis no other; 
Only it fpoils the pleafure of the time. 

Macb. What man dare, I dare: 
Approach thou like the rugged Rujjian bear. 
The arm'd rhinoceros, or Hyrcanian tyger, 

* Ere human Statvtepurg'd the gentle weal ;] Thus all the Editions : 
I have rcform'dthc Text, gcn'ral Weal: And it is a very fine P/ri- 
^hrafis to fignify, eri civil Societies were injlituted, Warb; 

P « Take 
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Take any (hape but That, and my firm nerves 
Shall never tremble : Or^ be alive again. 
And dare me to the Defer t with thy fword ; 
If trembling I inhibit, then proteft me 
The baby of a girl. Hence, terrible (hadow ! 
Unreal mock'ry, hence! Why, fo, — ^being gone, 

[the Ghojt vani/hei. 
I am a man again : pray you fit fiill. [The Lords rift. 
Lady, You have difplac'd the mirth, broke the 
good Meeting 
With mod admir'd diforder. Can't fuch things be 
And overcome us like a Summer's dond, 
Without owr fpecial wonder? 
Macb, You make me ftrange 
£v-n to the difpofition that I owe, 
When now I think, you can behold fuch fights; 
And keep the natural Ruby of your Cheeks, 
When mine is blanch'd with fear. 

Roffe. What fights, my lord,? [worfe-; 

Lady. I pray you, fpeak not; he grows worfe and 
Queftion encages him : at once good night* 
Stand not upon the Order of your Going. 
But go at once. 

Len. Good night, and better health 
Attend his Majefty ! 

Lady. Good night, to all. lEiceuni Lords. 

Macb. It will have blood, they fay; blood wrll 

have blood; 

Stones have been known to move, and trees to fpeak; 

Augurs, that underftood relations, have 

By magpies, and by choughs^ and rooks brought forth 

The fecret'ft man of blood. What is the night ? 

Lady, Almoft at odds with morning, which is which. 
Macb. How fay'ft thou, that M^ir^iu^ denies his pcr- 
At our great bidding ? [fon. 

Lady, Did you fend to him. Sir? 
Macb. I hear it by the way ; but I will fend : 
There's not a Thane of them, but in his houfe 

I 
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r keep a fervant fee'd. I will to-morrow 

(Betimes I will) unto the weyward fifters : 

More fliall they fpeak ; for now Vm bent to know, 

By the worft means, the yvorft, for mine own good;. 

All caufes {hall give way ; 1 am in blood 

Stept in fo far, that, (bould I wade no more, 

Reiurning were as tedious as go o'er : 

Strange things I have in head, that will to hand; 

Which muft be aded, ere they may be fcann'd. 

Lady. You lack the Seafon of all Natures, Sleep. 

Macb. ^Come, we'll to deep ; my firange and felf* 
abufe 
Is the initiate fear; that wants hards ufe: 
We're yet but yoUng in Dead, [Exeunt. 

S C E N- E VI. 

Changes to the Heath. 

Thunder. Enter the three Witches^ meeting Hecate. 
^ Witch, \ ^/H Y, how now, Hecat\ you look an- 
VV gerly. 

Hec Have I not reafon. Beldams, as-you aie? 
Saucy, and over bold ! how did you dare 
To trade and traffic with Macbeth, 
In riddles ; and affairs of death ? 
And I, the miftreis of your Charms, 
The clofe contriver of all harms,- 
Was never calFd to bear my part, 
Or fliew the glory of our Art ? 
And, which is worfe, all you have done 
Hath been but for a weyward fon ; 
Spigbtful and wrathful, who^ as others dO( 
Loves for his own ends, not for you. ^ 

But make amends now ; get you gone, 
And at the pit of Acheron 
Meet me i' th' morning: thither he 
Will come, to know his deftiny ; 
Your veffcls and your fpells provide,. 

P3 Your 
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Your Gharraa and every thing befide. 

I am for th' Air: this night I'll fpend 

Unto a difmal Eatal end. 

Great bufinefs mud be wrought ere noon : 

Upon the corner of the Moon . 

There hangs a vap'rous drop, profound \ 

ril catch it ere it come to ground ; 

And that diftiU'd by magic flights, 

Shall raife fuch artificial fprights. 

As, by the flrength of their illulion. 

Shall draw him on' to his coofufion^ 

He {hall fpurn fate, fcorn death, and beae 

His hopes 'bove wifdom, grace, and fear : 

And you all know, Security 

Is mortar s chiefeft enemy. [Mujic and a Song* 

Hark, I am calFd; my little fpirit, fee. 

Sits in the foggy cloud, and ilays for me. 

[Sing within. Come away, come away &c, 

1 Witch. Come, let's make hafie, flie'll foon be 

back again. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VIL 

Changes to a Chamber, 

Enter Lqaox, and another Lord, 

Len, TVyf Y former fpecches have but hit your 

iVX thoughts. 
Which can interpret farther: only, I fay, [can 

Things have been ftrangely borne. The gracious Dun- 
Was pitied of Macbeth--^ — marry, he was dead :■■ " 
And the right-valiant&in^uo walk'd too late. 
Whom, you may fay, ift pleafe, Fleance kill'd. 
For Fleance fled : men muft not walk too late. 
Who cannot want the thought, how monflrous too 
It was for Malcolm, and for Donalbain 
To kill their gracious father ? dam<ned faS ! 
How did it grieve Macbeth? did he not Araight 
In pious rage the two delinquents tear, 

That 
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That were the flaves of drink, and thralls of fleep? 
Was not that nobly done ? ay, wifely too 5 
For 'twould have anger'd any heart alive 
To hear the men deny't. So that, I fay, 
He has borne ail things well ; and I do think. 
That had he Duncnfis fons under his key, 
(As, an't pleafe heav'n, he {hall not ;) they fliould find 
.What t'were to kill a father: fo fhould Fleance. 
But peace! for from broad words, and 'caufe he fail'd 
His prefence at the tyrant's feaft, I hear, 
Macdvffliwts in difgrace. Sir, can you tell 
Where he befiows himfeif ? 

Lord. The Son of Dwncan^ 
From whom this tyrant holds the due of Birth, 
Lives in the Engiijh Courts and is receiv'd 
Of the moft pious Edward with fuch grace, ' 

That the malevolence of fortune nothing 
Takes from his high refpeft. Thither Macduff' 
Is gone to pray the King upon his aid 
To wake Northumberland^ and warlike Svtvard ; 
That by the help of thefe, (with Him above 
To ratify the work,) we may again 
Give to our tables meat, fleep to our nights ; 
Free from our feafts and banquets bloody knives; 
Do faithful homage, and receive free honours. 
All which we pine for now. And this report 
Hath fo exafp'rated their King, that he 
Prepares for fome attempt of War. 

Len. Sent he to Macduff^ 

Lord. He did , and with an abfolutc, Srr, not I, 
The cloudy meifenger turns me bis back. 
And hums ; as who fhould fay, you'll rue the time. 
That clogs me with this anfwer. 

Len, And that well might 
Advife him to a care to hold what diftance 
His wifdom can provide. Some holy Angel 
Fly to the Court of England^ and unfold 
His meffage ere he come ; that a fwift Bleffing 

P4 May 
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May foon return to this our fuffering Country,. 
Under a hand accurs'd i / 

Ijord. I'll fend my pray'rs with him. [Exeunt^ 

ACT IV. S C E N E I, 

A dark Cove; in the middle^ a great Cauldron burning" 

Thunder. Enter the three Witches. 

I Witch. 

THRI C E the brinded cat hath mewM- 
s Witch. Twice, and once the hedge-pig whin'd* 
3 WiiciC. Havpir cries, *tis time, 'tis time, 
I Witch, Round about xhc cauldron go^ 
In the poifon'd entrails throw* 

[Tkey march round the cauldron^ and throw in the ^ 
Jeveral ingredients as for the preparation of their 
Charm. 
Toad^ that under the cold (lone, 
Days and nights has, thirty one, 
Swelter'd venom fleeping got; 
Boil thou firfl i'th' charmed pot. 

All. Double, double, toil and trouble ;. 
Fire burn, and cauldron bubble. 

1 Witch. Fillet of a fenny fnake. 
In the cauldron boil and bake ; 
Eye of newt, and toe of frog; 
Wood of bat^ and tongue of dog ; 
Adder's fork, and. blind-worm's fling; 
Lizard's leg, and owlet's wing :, 
For a Charm of powVfal trouble. 
Like a hell>broth, boil and bubble. 

All. Double, double, toil and trouble. 
Fire bum, and cauldron bubble. 

3 Witch, Scale of dragon, tooth of wolf,. 
Witches' mummy ; maw, and gulf 

Of 
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Of the ravening fait fea-fhark ; 

Ro0tof hemloc, digg'd i'th' dart; 

Liver of blafpheming Jew: 

Gall of goat, and ilips of yew,^ 

Silver'd in the moon^s eclipfe ; 

Nofe of turk, and Tartafs lips ; 

Finger of birth-ftrangled babe, V 

Ditch-deliver'd by a drab ; > 

Make the gruel^rhick^, and flab. } 

Add thereto a tyger*s chawdton. 

For th^ ingredients of our cauldron. 

AU. Double, double, toil and trouble. 
Fire burn, and cauldron bubble. 

2 Witch. Cool it with a baboon^s bloody 
Then the Ch^rm is firm and good. 

Enter Hecate, and other three WitcheSk 
Hec. Oh ! well done ! I commend your pains. 
And every one fliall Ihare i'th' gains. 
And now about the cauldron 'fing, 
Like elves and fairies in a ring, 
Inchauting all thatyou put in. 

Mufic and a Song. 
Black fpir its and white^ 

Blitejpirits and grej^ 
Mingle^ mingle^ mingle^ 

Tou that mingle may. 

s Witch. By the pricking of my thumbs ^ 
Sbmething wicked this way comes ; 
Op^ locks, whoever knocks. 

SCENE IP. 

Enter Macbeth. 

Macb. T T O W now, you feeret, black, and midi 

xJL. night hags ? 
What is-'t you do ? 

P5. ^' 
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Ali. A deed without a name. 

Macb, I conjure ybu, by that which you profefs, 
(Howe'er you come to know it) ^odEwer wc. 
Though you untie the winds, and let thetn fight 
Againft the churches ; though the yefty waves 
Confound and fwallow Navigation up; 
Though bladed corn belodg'd, andtnees blown down. 
Though caflles topple on their warders^ beads ; 
Though places and pyramidii do Dope 
Their heads to their foundation ; thongh the treafore 
Of Nature's Germins tumble all together. 
Even till deftrudion ficken : anfwer me 
To what I alk you. 

1 Witch. Speak.* 

2 Witch, Demand 

3 Witch. We'll anfwer. [mouths, 
1 Witch, Say, if th' hadft rather hear it from our 

Or from our mafters ? ' . 

Macb. Call 'em t let me fee 'em. 

I Witch. Pour in fow's blood, that hath eaten 
Her nine farrow ; greafe, . that's £weateo 
From the murderer's gibbet, throw 
Into the flame : 

AIL Come high or low : 
Thyfelf and office deftly fhow. [ThuTider. 

Apparition of ah armed ^ad arifes. 
Mach, Tell me, thou unknown Power — 
I Witch\ He knows thy thought: 
Hear his fpeech, but fay thou nought. 

App, Macbeth I Macbeth ! Macbeth ! beware Macduff! 

Beware the Thane o^ Fife difmifs me enough. 

. r . . ■ : . [Defcends. 

Macb. What-e'er thou art, for thy good Caution, 

thanks. 

Thou'ft harped my fear aright. But one word more— 

I Witch. He will not be commanded 5 here's another 

More potent than the firft. [Thunder. 

App. 
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Apparition of a bloody child rifts, 
App. Macbeth! Macbeth! Macbeth! 
Macb. Had I three cars, Td hear thee. 
App. Be bloody, bold, and refolute ; laugh to fcorn 
The pow'r of man ; for none of woman born 
Shall harm Macbeth. [Defcends. 

Macb. Then live, Macduff: what need I fear of 
thee? 
But yet ril make afTurance double^fure, 
And take a bond of Fate ; thou fhalt not live. 
That I may tell pale-hearted fear, it lies ; 
And Deep in fpight of thunder. [thunders. 

Apparition of a child crowned^ with a tree in his hand^ rifes. 

What is this. 

That rifes like the iffue of a King, 

And wears upon his baby-brow the round 

And top of Sovereignty ? 

All Liften, but ifpeak not. 

App, Be lion-mettled, proud, and take no care, 
Who chafes^ who frets, or where confpirers are : 
Macbeth fhall never vanquifti'd be, until 
Great Bifnam-wood to Dunfinane's high hill 
Shall come againft him. [Defcends, 

Macb, That will never be : 
Who can iraprefs the foreft, bid the tree 
Unfix his earth-bound root? Sweet boadments ! good! 
* Rebellious head rife never, 'till the wood 
Of Birnam rife, and our high-placM Macbeth 
Shall live the leafe of Nature, pay his breath 
To time and mortal cuftom ! — Yet my heart 
Throbs to know one thing; Tell me, (if your Art 
Can tell fo much) (hall Banquo's iffue ever 
&eig9 in this Kingdom ?. * 

All. Seek to know no niore. 

[T'he Cauldron finks into the Ground. 

* Rebellious Dead rife wwr,— ] Wc ftiould read. 

Rebellious Head Warb. 

P 6 Macb. 
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Macb. I will be fatisfy'd. Deny me this, 
And an eternal curfe fall on you ! let me know\. 
Why finks that cauldron ? and what noife is this? 

[Hautboys^ 

I Witch. Shew ! 

%WticL Shew! 

3 Witch. Shew ! 

All. Shew his eyes, and grieve his heart ; 
Come like (hadows, fo depart; 

[Eight Kings appear and pafs aver in order, and 
Banquo ; the lajt^ with a glafs in his hand. 

Maeb. Thou art too like thefpiritof Ban^u^; down! 
Thy crown dols fear mine eye-balls. — And thy air 
(Thou other gold-bound brow) is like the firft — 

A third is like the former filthy hags ! 

Why do you fliew me this ? — A fourth ? — Start, eyef 
What ! will the line ftretch out to tb' crack of Doom? — 

Another yet ? A feventh ! I'll fee no more 

And yet the eighth appears, who bears a glafs, 
Whiohs fhews me many more ; and fome I fee, 
That twofold balls and treble fcepters carry. 
Horrible fight I nay, now, I fee, 'tis true; 
For the blood-bolter'd Banquo fmiles upon me. 
And points at them for his. What, is this fo ?' 

I Witch. Ay, Sir, all this is fo. But why 
Stands Macbeth thus amazedly ? 
Come, fiftexs, chear we up his fprights,. 
And fhew the beft of our delights ; 
ril charm the Air to give a Sound, 
While you perform your antic round :. 
That this great. King may kindly fay. 
Our duties did his welcome pay. [Mujio, 

[the wifckes danceand vani/h. 

Mjucb. Where are they? gone? Let this pernio 

cious hour 
St^nd ay accurfed in the kalendar I 
Gome in, without there ! 

Lifh 
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Enter Lenox. 

Len. What's your Grace's will ? 

Mach, Saw you the wcyward fifters ? 

Len. No, my lord. 

Macb. Came they not by you ? 

Len, No, indeed, my lord, 

Mach, Infcfled be the air whereoa they ride. 
And damn'd all thofe that trutt them ! I did hear 
The galloping of horfe. Who was't came by ? 

Len. 'Tis two or three, my lord, that bring you word^ 
Macduff \s fled to England, 

Macb. Fled to England?" 

Ltn, Ay, my good lord. 

Macb, Time, thou anticipat'ft my dread exploits r 
Tbe flighty purpofe never is o'er-took, 
Unlefs the deed go with it. From this moment, . 
The very firftlings of my heart (ball be 
The firftlings of my hand. And even now 
To crown my thoughts withad^, be't thought and 

done ! 
The Caftle o^ Macduff I will furprife. 
Seize upon fife^ give to the edge o' th' fword 
His wife, his babes, and all unfortunate fouls 
That trace him in his line. No boafting like a fool, 
This deed FU do before this purpofe cool. 
But no more fights. Where are thefe gentlemen ? 
Com^ bring me where they are. [E^ieunL 

SCENE IIL 

Changes /o MacduflFV Cafile a/ Fife. 
Enter Lady Macduff, her Son^ and Rofle? 

i. Macd-WJU^T had he done, to make him fly 
VV the Land? ' 

Roffe. You muft have patience, Madam. 
L. Macd, He had none ; 
His flight was madnefs ; when our aftions do. not, 
OAir fears do make us traitors. 

Roffe. 
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Roffi, You know not, 
Whether it was his wifdom, or his fear. [babes, 

L. Macd. Wifdom ? to leave his wife, to leave his 
His manTion, and his titles, in a place 
From whence bimfelf does fly ? he loves us not. 
He wants the natVal touch ; for the poor wren^ 
The moft diminutive of birds, will fight. 
Her young ones in her neft, againft the owl : 
All is the fear, and nothing is the love ; 
As little is the wifdom, where the flight 
So runs againft all reafon. 

Rojfc, My dearefl Coufin, 
I pray you, fchool yourfelf ; but for your hufband. 
He's noble, wife, judicious, and beft knows 
The fits o'th' feafon. I dare not fpeak much further, 
But cruel are the times, when we are traitors. 
And do not know ourfelves : when we hold rumour 
From what we fear, yet know not what we fear ; 
But float upon a wild and violent fea 
Each way, and move. I take my leave of you ; 
Shall not be long but FU be here again : 
Things at the woril will ceafe, or elfe climb upward 
To what they were before : My pretty Coufin, 
Blefling upon you I 

£. Macd, Fathered he is, aud yet he's fatherlefs. 

Roffi. I am fo much a fool, ihould I flay longer. 
It would be my difgrace, and your difcomfort, 
I take my leave at once. [Exit RolTe. 

L, Macd. Sirrah, your father's dead. 
And what will you do now ? how will you live ? 

Son. As birds do. Mother. 

£. Macd. What, on worms and flies ? 

Son. On what I get, I mean; s^nd fo do they. 

L. Macd. Poor bird I Thou'dft nevet f^tar the net, 
nor lime : 
The pit-fall, nor the gin. 

Son. Why fliould I, Mother? po<>rbirds^ tbey are 
not fet for. 

My 
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My father is not dead for all your Saying. 

L:Macd. Yes, he is dead; haw wilt thou do for a 
father? 

Son, Nay, how will you do for a hufband ? 

L, Macd. Why, I can buy me twenty at any market. 

Son» Then you'll buy 'em to fell again. 

L. Macd. Thou fpeak'ft with all thy wit, and yet 
i' faith, 
With wit enough for thee. 

Son. Was my father a traitor, mother? 

L. Macd. Ay, that he was. 

Son, What is a traitor? 

L, Macd, Why, one that fwears and lies. 

5^7*. And be all traitors, that do fo ? 

X. Macd. Every one that does fo, is a traitor, and 
muft be hang'd. 

• Son. And muft they all be hang'd, that fwear and 
lie? 

L, Macd, Every one. 

Son, Who muft hang them ? 

L. Macd, Why, the honeft men. 

Son. Then the liars and fwearers are fools ; for there 
are liars and fwearers enow to beat the honeft men, 
and hang up them. 

L, Macd. God help thee, poor monkey I but how 
wilt thou do for a father ? 

Son. If he were dead, youM weep for him : if you 
would not, it were a good fign that I ftiould quickly 
have a new father. 

i. Macd, Poor pratler ! how thou talk'ft ? 

Enter a Mejftngtr, 

Mef. Blefs you, fair dame ! I am not to you known, 
Though in your ftate of honour I am perfeft } 
I doubt, fome danger does approach you nearly. 
If you will take a homely man's advice. 
Be not found here ; hence with your little ones* 
To fright you thus, methinks, I am too favage ; 

To 
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To do woHbip to you were fell cruelty. 

Which is too nigh your perfon. Heav'n prcfcrvc you ! * 

I dare abide no longer. [£xi/ Meffenger4 

L. Macd. Whither fliould I fly ? 
Tve done no harm. But I remember now, 
Fm in this earthly world, where to do harm 
Is often laudable ; to do good, fometime 
Accounted dangerous folly. Why then, alas ! 
Do I put up that womanly defence. 
To fay, Tdsdone no harm? — what are thefe^faces? 
Enter Murderers* 

MuT. Where is your hufband ? 

L. Macd. I hope, in no place fo unfan&ified;' 
Where fuch as thou may'ft find him. 

Afar. He's a traitor* 

Son. Thou ly'fty thou (hagrear'd villain. 

Mur. What, you egg ? [Stabbk^ him. - 

Young fry of treachery? - 

Son. He'as kiir<l me, mother^ . 
Run away, pray youw^ 

[Exit L. MacduiF^ §rfing Murder ; Murdenrs * 
purfue her, 

SCENE IV. 

Changes to ikt King a/* England''^ Fatacn:^ 

Enter Malcolm and Macduff. 

Mal.T, £T usfeek out fome defolate (hade, and 

I ^1 there 

Weep our fad bofoms empty. 

Macd, Let us rather 
Hold faft the mortal fword ; and/Hke good men, 
Beftride our down fain birth-doom : each new mom^ 
New widows howl, new orphans cry ; new forrows> . 
Strike heaven on the face, that i^^refounds 
As if it felt with Scotland^ * and yell'd out 
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Eike fyllables of dolour. 

Ma/. What I believe, rjl wail; 
What know, believe; and, what I can redrefs. 
As I {hall find the time to friend, I will. 
What you have fpoke, it may be fo, perchance ; 
This tyrant, whofe fole name blifters our tongues. 
Was once thought honed : you have lov'd him well. 
He hath not touch'd you yet. Tm young; but 

fomething 
+ You may deferve of him through me, and wifdom 
To offer up a weak, poor, innocent lamb, 
T^appeafe an angry God. 

Macd. I am not treacherous* 

Mal» But Maebeth is. 
A good and virtuous nature may recoil' 
In an imperial Charge. 1 crave your pardon : 
That which you are, my thoughts cannot, tranfpofe; 
Angels are bright ftill, though the brightcft fell: 
Though all things foul would bear the brows of 
Yet Grace muft look'flill fo* [Grace, 

Macd. I've loft my hopes. 

MaL Perchance, ev'n there, where I did find my 
doubts^. 
Why in that rawnefs left you wife and children, 
Thofe precious motives, thofe ftfong knots of love,. 

Without leave-taking? 1 pray you, 

Let not my jealoufies be your diftionours. 

But mine own fafeties : you may be rightly juft. 

Whatever I (liall think. 

J^acd. Bleed, bleeds poor Country ! 
Great Tyranny, lay thou thy Bafis fure, [wrongs. 
For goodnefs- dares not check thee I Wear thou thy 

what is infinuated under it is- noble; that the Portents and Prodigies 
in the Skies, of which mention is made before, (hewed that Heaven 
iympathiiied with Scotland, 

f Tou may Difcern of him through me ^ — ] By MacJufs Anfwer it 
appears we ihould read, 

^Deferve oj him 

•His 



330 Tlu Tragedy of M\c^KTn, 

* His title is affear'd. Fare thee well, lord : 
I would not be the villain that thou think'ft. 
For t\i< whole fpace that's in the tyrant's grafp. 
And the rich £a& to boot. 

MM. Be not offended ; 
I fpeak not as in abrolute fear of yon. 
I think, oor country finks beneath the yoke ; 
It weeps, it bleeds, and each new day a ga(h 
Is added to her wounds. I think withal* 
There would be hands uplifted in my Right: 
And here from gracious England have I Offer 
Of goodly thoufands. But for all this. 
When I (hall tread upon the Tyrant's bead. 
Or wear it on my fword, yet my poor Country 
Shall have more vices than it bad before; 
More fuffer, and more fundry ways than cver^ 
By him that (hall fiKceed. 

Macd, What fliould he be? 

Mai, It is myfelf I mean, in whom I knovr 
AU the particulars of vice fo grafted. 
That, when they Diall be open'd, black Macbeth 
Will ftem as pure as fnowt and the poor State 
Efteem him as a lamb, being compared 
With my confinelefs. harms. 

Macd. Not in the legions 
Of horrid hell can come a devil more damn'd. 
In Evils to top Macbeth. 

Mai., I grant him bloody, 
Luxurious, avaricious, falfe, deceitful. 
Sudden, malicioiAm fmacking of ev'ry fia 
.That has a name. But there's no bpitom, none, 
)n my voluptuoufnefs : your wives, your daughters. 
Your matrons, and your maids, could not fill up 
The ciftern of my luft ; and my defire 
AJl continent impediments would o'er-bear, 
That did oppofe my will. Better Macbeth^ \ 

♦ His titli is a£Rear'd. — ] Affcard, a Law-tcnn for confinned. — 

Mr. F^pe. ' 

Than 

\ 
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Than fuch an one to reign. 

Macd. Boundlefs intemperance 
In nature is a tyranny ; it hath been 
Th' untimely emptying of the happy Throne, 
And fall of many Kings. But fear n^t yet 
To take upon you what is yours : you may 
Convey your pleafures in a fpacious plemy. 
And yet feera cold, the time you may fo hoodwink: 
We've willing dames enough ; there cannot be 
That Vulture in you to devour fo many. 
As will to Greatnefs dedicate themselves, 
Finding it fo inclined . 

Mai, With this, there grows. 
In my mod ill-compos'd affe<5ion, fuch 
A fianchlefs Avarice, that, were I King, 
I fhould cut off the Nobles for their lands ; 
Defire his jewels, and this other's houfe; 
And my more-having would be as a fauce 
To make me hunger more; that I ihould forge 
Quarrels unjuft againfi the good a;Qd loyalt 
Deftroyiog them for wealth. 

Macd. This Avarice 
Strikes deeper ; grows with mosre pernicious root 
Than fummer- teeming lull ; and it hath been 
The Sword of our flain Kings : yet do not fear ; 
Scotland ii^th, foifons, to fill up your will. 
Of your mete own. All thefe are portable, 
With other Graces weighed. 

MaL But I have none ; the King- becoming graces^ 
As jullice, verity, temperance, flableiiefs. 
Bounty, perfev'rance, mercy, lowiinefs. 
Devotion, patience, courage, fortitude ; 
I have no rclilh of them, but abound 
In the divifion of each feveral crime, 
Ading it many ways. Nay, had I power, I ihould 
Pour the fwcet milk of C>oncord into Hell, 
Uproar the univcrfal peace, confound • 
All unity on earth. 

Macd. 
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Macd. Oh Scotland I Scotland! 

Mai, If fuch a one be fit to govern, fpeak: 
I am as I have fpoken^ 

Maed. Fit to govern? 
No, not to live. O nation miferabie, 
With an untitled tyrant, bloody-fcepter'd !' 
When (halt thou fee thy wholefotne days again ?~ 
Since that the trueft Iffue of thy Throne 
By his own interdiction flands accurft. 
And does blafpheme his Breed. Thy royal father i 
Was a moft fainted King ; the Queen, that boret hec, 
Oftener upon her knees than on her feet, 
Dy'd ever yday (he liv'd. Oh, fare thee well ! 
Thefe evils, thou repeat'ft upon thyfelf. 
Have banifh'd roe from Scotland, Oh, my breaft ! 
Thy hope ends here, 

Mai. Macduff,, this noble Paffion^ 
Child of integrity, hath from my foul 
Wip*d the black fcruples ; reconciled my thoughts 
^To thy good truth and honour. DeviliQi Macbeth 
By many of thefe trains hath fought to win me 
Into his pow'r : and modeft wifdom plucks me 
Fpom over-credulous hafie *, But God above 
Deal between thee and me ! for even now 
I put myfelf to thy direflion, and 
Unfpeak mine own detraSion ; here abjure 
The taints and blames I laid upon myfeif. 
For flrangers to my nature. I am yet 
Unknown to woman, never was forfworn. 
Scarcely have coveted what was mine own. 
At no time broke my faith, would not betray 
The devil to his fellow, and delight 
No Icfs in truth, than life : my firft falfe-fpeaking 
Was this upon myfelf. What 1 am truly, 
1» thine, and my poor Country^s, to command: 
Whither, indeed, before thy here-approach, 
Old Siward with ten thoufand warlike men. 

All 
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** Ail ready at appoint, was fetting forth. 
"Now we'll together, and the cliance of goodnefs. 
Be like our warrented quarrel I Why are you filent ? 
,Macd. Such welcome, and unwelcome thix^s at 
once; 
^Tis hard to reconcile. 

SCENE V. 

Enter a BoBor. 

.Ma/.Tyl7£LL; more anon. Comes the King fortli, 
VV I prayiyou ? 

DoB» Ay, Sir ; there are a crew of wretched fouls, 
That ftay his cure ; therr malady convinces 
The great aflay of art. But, at his Touch, 
Such fandity hath heaven given his hand. 
They prefently amend. [Exit. 

Mai. vl. thank you, DoSor. 

Macd. What's the Difeafe he means ? 

Mai. Tis caird the Evil ; 
A mod miraculous Work in this good King, 
-^Wbich often fince may here remain in England 
Fvc feen him do. How he foiicits heav'n, 
Himfelf beft knows ; but ftrangely-vifited people, 
All fwoln and ulcerous, pitiful to the eye, 
The mere defpair of furgery, he cures ; 
Hanging a. golden Stamp about their necks. 
Put on with holy prayers : and '<is iipoken. 
To the fucceeding Royalty he leaves 
The healing Benedidion. With this ftrange virtue, 
He hath a heavenly gift of Prophecy ; 
And fundry bleflings hang about his Throne, 
That fpeak him full of Grace. 

* All ready at A point.] Al a point, may mean all ready at a Time • 
but Shake/pear meant more : He meant both Time and Place, and 

'Certainly wrote. All ready at appoint, 

. I. e. At the Place appointed, at the Rendezvous. Warb. 

SCENE 
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SCENE VI. 

Enter Roffe. 
Macd, Q E E, who comes here I [not 

O Mat, My countryman; but yet I know him 

Macd, My ever-gentle Coufin, welcome hither. 

MaL I know him now. Good God betimes remove 
The means that makes us ibrangers ! 

Roffe. Sir, Amen. 

Macd, Stands Scotland where it did ? 

Roffe, Alas, poor Country v 
Almoft afraid to know itfelf. It cannot 
Be caird oUr Mother, but our Grave ; wh^re nothing, 
But who knows nothing, is once feen to fmile : 
Where figns and groans^ and (hrieks that rend the air. 
Are made, not mark'd; where violent forrow feems 
A modern ecftaiy : the dead.man^s Knell 
Is there fcarce alk'd, for whom ; and good men^s lives 
Expire before the flowers ia their caps ; 
Dying, or ere they Gcken. 

Macd. Ohy telation 
Too nice, and yet too true .' 

Mai. What's the ncweft grief? 

Roffi. That of an hour's age doth hifs the fpeaker. 
Each minute teems a new one. 

Macd. How does my wife ? 

Roffe. Why. well— 

Macd. And all my children ? 

Roffi. Well too. 

Macd. The tyrant has not batter'd at their peace ? 

Roffe, No ; they were well at peace, when I did 
leave 'era. 

Macd, Be not a niggard of your fpeech : how 
goes it ? 

Roffe. When I came hither to tranfport the tidings. 
Which I have heavily borne, there ran a rumour 
Of many worthy fellows that were out. 
Which was to my belief witnefs'd the rather. 

For. 
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For that I faw the Tyrant's Power a-foot ; 
Now is the time of help ; your eye in Scotland 
Would create foldiers, and make women fight, 
To doff their dire difireffes. 

MaL Bc't their comfort 
We're coming thither : gracious England bath 
Lent us good Srward and ten thoufand men ; 
An older, and a better foldier, none 
That Chriftendora gives out. 

Roffe, 'Would 1 could anfwer 
This comfort with the like ? But I have words, 
That would be howl'd out in the dcfart air, 
Where Hearing fliould hot catch them. 

Macd, What concern they ? 
The gen'ral caufe ? or is it a fee grief. 
Due to fome fingle bread ? 

Raffi. No mind, that's honcft, 
Biit in it (hares fome woe ; though the main patt 
Pertains to you alone. 

Macd, If it be mine. 
Keep it not from me, quickly let me have it. 

Roffe, Let not your ears defpife my tongue for ever. 
Which fliall poflefs them with the hcavieft Sound, 
That ever yet they heard. 

Macd, Hum ! I goefs at it. 

Roffe, Your CaflleisfurprizM, your wife and babes 
Savagely flaughterM; to relate the manner. 
Were on the Quarry of thefe murder'd deer 
To add the death of you. 

MaL Merciful heav'n I 
What^ man ! ne'er pull your hat upon your brows ; 
Give fortow words ; the grief, that does not fpeak, 
Whifpers the o'er- fraught hearty and bids it break. 

Macd. My children too !. 

Jl2^.Wife,children,fervants,all that couldbe found. 

Macd, And I niuft be from thence ! my wife kill'd 

Roffe, Tve faid. [too ! 

MaL Be comforted. 

Let's 
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Let's make us med'cincs of our great Revenge, 
To cure this deadly grief. 

Macd. He has no children — ^All my pretty ones? 
Did you fay, all? what, all? oh, hell-kite ! all? 
What, all my pretty chickens, and their dam. 
At one iell fwoop ? 

Mtd. Difputc it like a Man, 

Macd. Iftialldofo: 
But I muft alfo feel it as a Man, 
I cannot but remember fuch things were. 
That were moft precious to me : did heav'n look on. 
And would not take their part ? finful Macduff^ 
They were all ftruck for thee ! naught thafl am. 
Not for their own demerits, but for mine. 
Fell Slaughter on their fouls : heav'n reft them now! 

Mai. Be this the whetftone of your fword, let grief 
Convert to wrath : blunt not the heart, enrage it. 

Macd. 0,.I could play the woman with mine eyes. 
And braggart with my tongue. But, gentle heav'n \ 
Cut fliort all intermifllon : front to front. 
Bring thou this fiend of Scotland and myfelf ; 
Within my fwords length fet him, if he Tcape, ^, 
Then heav'n forgive him loo ! 

NLal. This tune goes manly : 
Come, go we to the King, our Power is ready; 
Our lack is nothing but our leave. Macbeth 
Is ripe for flaaking, and the Powers above [may? 

Put on their Inftruraents. Receive what cheer you 
The night is long that never finds the day. [Exeunt, 

ACT V. SCENE L 

An Ante-chamber in Macbeth'i CqfiU. 

Enter a Dodor ojFhjfic, and a Gentlewoman. 

Doctor. 

Have two nights watch'd with you, tut can 

perceive no truth in your report. When was it, 

{helaft walk'd? ' Gent. 



I 
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'Gent, Since his Majefty went into the field, I have 
feen her rife from her bed, throw her night-gown 
upon her, unlock her clofet, take forth paper, fold it, 
write upon't, read it, afterwards feal it, and again re- 
turn to bed ; Yet all this while in a moft faft fleep. 

DoB, A great perturbation in nature I to receive at 
once the benefit of fleep, and do the efFeAs of watch- 
ing. In this Aumbry agitation, beOdes her walking, 
and other a£lual performances, what (at any time) 
have you heard her,fay ? 

Gent. That, Sir, which I will not report after her. 

Do^. You may to me, aud 'tis moft meet you (hould. 

Gent. Neither to you, nor any one, having no wit- 
nefs to confirm my fpeech. 

Enter Lady Macbeth with a Taper. 

Lo, you i here flie comes : this is her very guife, and 
upon my life, faft afleep; obferve her, ftand clofe. 

1)0^. How came fhe by that light? 

Gent. Why, it ftood by her: lie has light by her 
continually, 'ti« her command. 

DoB. You fee, her eyes are open. 

Gent. Ay, but their fenfc is lliut. 

Dod. What is it {he does now? look, howlhe rubs 
her hands. 

Gent. It is an accuftomM Action with her, to feem 
thus wafhing her hands: I have known her continue 
in this a quarter of an hour. 

Lady. Yet here's a fpot. 

Do£l. Hark, flie fpeaks. I will fet down what comes 
from her, * to fortify my remembrance the more 
ftrongly. 

Lady. Out ! damned fpot; out, I fay — one ; two ; 

why then, 'tis time to do't hell is murky. Fie, 

my lord, fie! a foldier, and afraid? what need we 
fear who knows it, when none can call our power 

* to fatisfy my remembrance the more ftrongly.] Both the Scnfe and 
Exprcflion require we fliould read, t9 fortify my Remmhrancc. \ Vn rb 

Q. to 
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to account ? — yet who would have thought the old 
iDan to have fo much blood in him ? 
Dod* Do you mark ihat ? 
Lady. The Thane of Fije had a wife 5 where is ihe 

now; what, will thefe hands ne'er be clean? no 

more o' that, my lord, no more o' that : you mar all 
with this ftarting. 

Dod. Go to^ go to 5 you have known what, you 
fhould not. 

Gent, She has fpoke whatHiefliould not, I am fare 
of that : heav'n knows, what flie has known. 

Lady. Here's the fmell of the blood ftili : • all the 
perfumes of Arabia will not fweeten this little hand. 
Oh ! oh I oh ! 

DoB. What a figh is there ? the heart is forely 
charg'd. 

Gent I would not have fuch a heart in my bofom^ 
for the dignity of the whole body. 

Doa, Well, well, well 

Genu Pray God, it be, Sir* 

DoH. This difeafe is beyond my praAice : yet I 
have known thofe which. have walk'd in their Deep, 
who have died holily in their beds* 

Lady. Wafti your hands, put on your Night-gown, 

look not fo pale 1 tell you yet again, Banquo's 

buried ; he cannot come out of his Grave. 
Dod, Even fo ? 

Lady, To bed, to bed ; there's knocking at the 

gate : come, come, come, come, give me your hand : 

what's done, cannot be undone. To bed, to bed, 

to bed. [Exit Lady. 

Dod. Will (he go now to bed? 

Gent, Dirediy. 

Bod, Foul whifp' rings are abroad ; unnat'ral deeds 
Oo breed unnatural troubles. InfeAed minds 
To their deaf pillows will difcharge their Secrets. 
More needs Ihe the Divine, than the Phyfician. 
God, God, forgive us all ! Look after her; 

Remove 
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Remove from her the means of all annoyance. 
And flill keep eyes upon her; fo, good night. 
My mind flie'as mated, and amazM my fight. 
I think, but dare not fpeak. 

Gent. Good night, good DoSor. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 

Changes to a Field, with a Wood at a dijlance. 
Enter Menteth,Gatbnefs, Angus, Lenox, andSoldiers. 
Ment.^nr^HE Englijh Power is near, led on by Malcolm^ 

A His uncle Siward, and the good Macdiiff. 
Revenges burn in them: for their dear caufes 
Would to the bleeding and the grim alarm 
Excite the mortified man. 

Ang. Near BiVnam-wood 
Shall we well meet them ; that way are they coming, 

Cath. Who knows, itDonalhain be with his brother? 

Len. For certain. Sir, he is not: Fve a file 
Of all the Gentry; there is Siward's fon 
And many unrough youths, that even now, 
Proteft their firft of manhood. 

Ment, What does the tyrant? 

Cath, Great Dunfmane he ilrongly fortifies v 
Some fay, he's mad : others, that leffer hate him, 
Do call* it valiant fury : but for certain, 
He cannot buckle his diftemper'd Caufe 
Within the belt of Rule. 

Ang. Now do's he feel 
His fecret murders flicking on his hands ; 
Now minutely Revolts upbraid his faith-breach; 
Thofe, he commands, move only in command,. 
Nothing in love: now does he feel his Title 
Hang loofe about him, like a giant's robe 
Upon a dwarfifli thief. 

Ment, Who then fljall bajrae 
His pefter'd fenfes to recoil, and ftart, 
When all that. is within him does condemn 

O2 rtfelf 
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Itfcif, for being there? 

Calk. Well, march we on. 
To give obedience where 'tis truly ow'd : 
Meet we the med'cine of the fickly Weal, 
And with him pour we, in our Country's purge, 
Each drop of us. 

Len. Or fp much as it needs. 
To dew the fovereign flower, and drown the weeds. 
Make up our March towards Birnam. 

SCENE III. 

The Cajile ^Dunsinane. 

Enttr Macbeth, DoBor, and Attendants, 

Math, T) RING me to no more Reports, let them 
Jj fly all : 

*TilI Birnam-vrood remove to Dimfinane, 
I cannot taint with fear. What's the boy Malcdmt 
Was he not born of woman ? Spirits, that know 
All mortal confequences, have pronouncM it: 
Fear not^ Macbeth ; . no man, thafs born of woman. 

Shall e'er have power upon thee, Then jiy , fdlfe Thanes, 

And mingle with the Engli/h Epicures. 
The mind I fway by, and the heart 1 bear. 
Shall never fag with doubt, nor ftiake with fear. 

Enter a Servant. 
The devil damn thee black, thou cream-fac'd lown ! 
Where got'fl: thou that goofe look ? 

Ser. There are ten thoufand — 

Macb, Geefe, villain ? 

Ser. Soldiers, Sir. 

Macb. Go, prick thy face, and over-red thy fear, 
Thou lily-liver'd boy. What foldiers, patch ? 
Death of thy foul ! thofe linen cheeks of thine 
Are counfeliors to fear. What foldiers, whey-face? 

Ser. The Engli/h force, fo pleafe you. [heart, 

Macb. Take thy face hence — Seyton ! — I'm fick at 

When I behold Seyton, I fay I — This pufli 

Will 



The Tragedy ^ Macbeth. 3411 

Will cheer me ever, or difeafe me now. 
I have liv'd long enough : my way of life 
Is fall'n into the Sear, the yellow leaf: 
And that, which ihould accompany old age. 
As honour, love, obedience, troops of friends-, 
I muft not look to have : but in th^ir dead, 
Curfes not loud but deep, mouth-honour, breathy 
Which the poorheart would fain deny, and dare not. 

Seyton^ ^ 

EnUr S^yton. 

Sey, What is your gracious pleafure ? 

Macb. What news more ? 

Sey. All is cohfirm'd, my lord, which was reported. ' 

Macb. ril fight, 'till from my bones my flelh be 
. Give me my armour. [hack't ; 

Sey. 'Tis not needed ycr. 

Macb, ril put it on. 
Send out more horfes, fkir the country round; 
Hang thofe, that talk of fear. Give me mine armour. 
How do's your Patient, Dodor ? 

DoB. Not fo fick, my lord. 
As flie is troubled with thick-coming fancies, 
That keep her from her reft. 

Macb. Cure hft of that : 
Ganft thou not minifter to a mind difeas'd. 
Pluck from the memory a rooted forrow. 
Raze out the written troubles of the brain; 
And, with fome fwect oblivious antidote, 
Cleanfe the fluff 'd bofom of that perilous ftuiF, 
Which weighs upon the heart? 

DoB. Therein the Patient 
Muft minister unto himfelf. 

Macb. Throw phyGc to the dogs, I'll none of it — 
Come, put my armour on ; give me my ftaflF. 
Sey ton, fend out — Doilor, the Thanes fly from me-— 
Come, Sir, difpatch — ^If thou could'ft, Doftor, caft 
The water of my Land, find her difeafe, 
And purge it to a found andpriftine health ; 

a3 I 
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I would applaud thee to the very Echo, 

That (hould applaud again. PulFtofF, I fay 

What rubarb, fenna, or what purgative drug. 
Would fcour thefe £n^^ hence ! hear'ft ihou of them? 

DoB, Ay, my good lord ; your roysil Preparation 
Makes us hear fomething. 

Mac!?, Bring it after me ; 
I will not be afraid of death and bane> 
'Till B/rn^m- fore ft come to Dunfinane, 

DoB. Were I from Dunfinane away and clear. 
Profit again fliould hardly draw nye here. \^Extunt, 

SCENE IV. 

Changes to Birnam-fTot^rf. 
Enter Malcolm, Siward, Macduff, Siward'j Son, 

Menteth; Gathnefs, Angus, and Soldiers marching. 
Mai. /^ O U S I N S ; I hope the days are near at. 
\J^ That chambers will be fafe. [hand, 

Ment, We doubt it nothing. 

Siw. What wood is this before ui. 

Ment, The wood of Bimarri, 

Mai. Let every foldier hew him down a bough, 
And bear't before him; thereby fhall we (hadow 
The numbers of our Hofts, and make difcov'ry 
Err in report of us. 

Sold, it (hall betione. 

Situ. We learn no other, bi^t thfe confin'd tyrant 
Keeps flill in Dunjinane^ and will endure 
Our fitting down before't. 

Mai. 'Tis his main hope : 
For where there is advantage to be given, • 
Both more and lefs have given him the Revolt; 
And none ferve with him but conftrained things, 
Whofe hearts are abfent too. 

Macd. Let our juit cenfures 
Attend ihe true event, and put wx on 
Induftrious foldierfhip 
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Siw. The time approaches. 
That will with due decifion make us know - 

What we ftiall fay we have, and what we owe: 
Thoughts fpeculative their unfure hopes relate;^ 
But certain iflue Strokes muft arbitrate: 
Towards which, advance the war. [Exeunt marching. 

S C E N E V . 

Changes to the Cajlle ofDunGnane. 

Enter. Macbeth, Seyton, and Soldiers with drums and 

colours, 
Mach. T T A N G out our banners on the outward 

JnL walls, 

The Cry is ftill, they come : our Caflle's ftrength 
Will laugh a fiegc to fcorn. Here let them lie, 
'Till famine and the ague eat them up: 
Were they not forced with thofe thatfhould be ours, 
We might have met them dareful, beard to beard. 
And beat them backward home. What is that noife ? 

[A cry within of women. 

*Sey. It is the cry of women, ray good lord. 

Mach, I have almoft forgot the tafte of fears : 
The time has been, my fenfes would have cool'd 
To hear a night-lhriek; and my fell of. hair 
Would at a difmal treatifc rouze and flir. 
As life were in't. I have fupt full with horrors ; 
Direnefs, familiar to my flaughtVous thoughts. 
Cannot once ftart me. Wherefore vvas that Cry? 

Sey. The Queen, my Lord, is dead. 

Mach, She Ihould have dy'd hereafter; 
There would have been a time for fuch a word. 
To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow. 
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day, 
To the laftfyllabie of recorded time; 
And all our yefterdays have lighted fools 
The way to dusky death. Out, out, brief candle! 
Life's but a walking Ihadow, a poor Player, 

That 
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That ftruts and frets his hour upon the Stagey 
And then is heard no more I It is a Tale, 
Told by an ideot, full of found and fury, 
Signifying nothing ! • , 

Enter a Mejfenger. 
Thou com'ft to ufe thy tongue: thy ftory quickly.^ 

MeJ. My gracious lord, 
I fliould report That which, I fay, I faw^ 
But know not how to do't. 

Mach, Well, fay it, Sir. 

Mef, As I did ft and my watch upon the h\\\\f 
I look'd toward Birnam, and anon, xnethought, 
The Wood began to move. 

Macb. Liar, and flave ! [Striking him. 

Mef. Let me endure your wrath, ift be not fo : 
Within this three mile may you fee it coming ; 
I fay, a moving grove. 

Macb. Ifthou fpeak'ft, falfe. 
Upon the next tree (halt thou hang alive, 
'Till famine cling thee : If thy fpecch be footh, 
I care not. If thou doft for me as much. — 
I pull in Refolution, and begin 
To doubt the equivocation of the fiend. 
That lies like truth. Fear not^ ^till Birn^m-tuood 

Do come to DunGnane, and now a wood 

Comes towards Dunfmane, Arm, arm, aitd out I 

If this, which he avouches, does appear. 

There is nor flying hence, nor tarrying here, 

I 'gin to be a weary of the Sun ; 

And wifh, the ftate o'th' world were now undone. 

Ring the alarum Bell; blow, wind ! come, wrack! 

At leaft, we'll die with harnefs on our back, [Exeunt. 

SCENE VI. 

Before D u n s i n a n e. 

Enter Malcolm, Siward, MacduflF,, and (heir Army 

with Boughs. 

M«/. T^OW, near enough; your Icavy fcrcecs 

i^ throw down, And 
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And (hew like thofe you are. You (worthy uncle) ^ 
Shall with my Coufin, your right-noble fon, 
Lead our firft battle. Brave Macduff ^nd we 
Shall take upon's what elfe remains to do, 
According to our order. 

Siw, Fare you well : 
Do We but find the Tyrant's Power to night, 
Let us be beaten, if we cannot fight. [breath, 

Macd, Make all our trumpets fpeak, give them all 
Thofe clam'rous harbingers of blood and death. [Exi. 

[Alarums continued. 
Enter Macbeth. 

Macb, They've ty'd me to a ftake, I cannot fly. 
But, bear-like, I muft fight the courfc. What's he* 
That was not born of woman? fuch a one 
Am I to fear, or none. 

Enter young Siward. -^ 

Yo, Siw, What is thy name ? 

Macb, Thou'lt be afraid to hear it. [name, 

Yo. Siw. No: though thou caU'ft thyfelf a hotter 
Than any is in hell. 

Macb. My name's Macbeth. [title 

Yo. Siw. The devil himfelf could not pronounce a 
More hateful to mine ear. 

Macb. No, nor more fearful. [fword 

Yo. Siw. Thou lieft, abhorred Tyrant; with my 
I'll prove the lie thou fpeak'ft. 

[Fight, and young Siwand's Jlain^ 

Macb. Thou waft born of woman ; — 
But fwords I fmile at, weapons laugh to fcorn, 
Brandifli'd by man that's of a woman born.. [Exii. 
Alarums. Enter Macduff. 

Macd. That way the noife is : Tyrant, fliew thy face ; 
If thou be'ft flain, and with no ftroke of mine, 
My wife and children's ghofts will haunt me ftill. 
I cannot ftrike at wretched Kernes^ whofe arms 
Are hir'd to bear their ftaves : Or thou, Macbeth, 
Or elfe my fword with an unbatter'd edge 

Ilheath 
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I (heath again undecded. There thou fhould'ft be— 
By this great clatter, one of greated note 
Seems bruited. Let me find him, fortune ! 
And more I beg not. [E^it. Alarm, < 

Enter Malcolm and Siward. 1 

Siw, This way, my lord, the Gaftle's gently ren- I 
The tyrant's people on both fides do fight ; [der'd: 
The noble Thanes do bravely in the war ; 
The day almoft itfelf profeffes yours, j 

And little is to do. 

Afo/. We've met with foes. 
That ftrike befide us. 

Siw. Enter, Sir, the Caftle- [Exeunt, Alarm. 

SCENE VII. 

Enter Macbeth, 

hlach,'\\7'i\Y fliould Iplay the -Roman fool, and die 

VV Onmineownfword? whilftlfeelivcs,the | 
Do better upon them. [gaflics j 

To him, enter M^cAxxS. 

Macd. Turn, hell-hound, turn. 

Macb, Of all men elfe I have avoided thee : 
But get thee back, my foul is too much charged 
With blood of thine already. 

Macd. I've no words ; I 

My voice is in my fword ! thou bloodier villain, 
Than terms can give thee out. [Fight, Alarm^ 

. Mach. Thou lofeft labour; j 

As eafy may'ft thou the inlrencbant air i 

With thy teen fword imprefs, as make me bleed : 
Xitt fall thy blade on vulnerable crefts, 
I bear a charmed life, which muft not yield 
To one of woman born. 

Macd. Defpair thy Charm ! 
And let the Angel, whom ihou ftill haft ferv'd^ 
Tell thee, Macduff wdiS from his mother's womb 
Untimely ripp'd. 

Macb. Accurfed be that tongue that tells me fo. 

For 
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For it hath cow'd my better part of man : 

Knd be thefe juggling fiends no more believ'd, 

That palter with us in a double fenfe; 

That keep the word of promife to our car, 

(\nd break it to our hope ! I'll not fight with thee, 

Macd, Then yield thee, coward, 
A.nd live to be the (hew, and gaze o' th' time. 
We'll have thee, as our rarer monfters are. 
Painted upon a pole, and under-writ, 
Here may you Jet the tyrant, 

Macb. I will not yield. 
To kifs the ground before young Malcolm's feet : 
And to be baited with the rabble's Gurfe. 
Though Birnam-'wood be come to Dun/inane^ 
And thou, oppos'd, be of no woman born, 
Yet I will try the laft. Before my body 
I throw my warlike ftiield. Lay on, Macduff';^ 
And damn'd be he, that firft cries, hold, enough. 

[Exeunt fighting. Alarms, 

SCENE VIII. 

Retreat <ind flouri/h. Enter with Drum and Colours^ 

Malcolm, Si ward, Roffe, Thanes and Soldiers. 
Mal.T Would, the friends, we mifs, were fafe ar- 
A rivM. 

Siw. Some muft go off: and yet, by thefe I fee, 
So great a day as this is cheaply bought. 
Mai. Macduff' is mifTirig, and your noble fon. 
Ko/fe. Your fon, my lord, has paid a foldier's debt ; 
He only liv'd but 'till he was a man. 
The which no fooner had his prowefs confirm'd, 
In the unQirinking ftation where he fought. 
But like a man he dy'd. 
Sixv, Then is he dead ? 

Roffe. Ay, and brought off the field : your caufc 
of forrow 
Muft not be meafur'd by his worth, for then 
It halh no end- 

Slw, 
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Siw. Had he his hurts before ? i 

Koffi. Ay, on the front. 

Siw. Why then, God's foldier be he ! 
Had I as many (bns as I have hairs, 
I would not wiQi them to a fairer death : 
And fo his knell is knoll'd. *. 

MaL He's worth more forrow^ 
And that Til fpend for him. 

Shi). He's worth no more ; 
They fay, he parted well, and paid his fcore. 
So, God.be with him! — Here comes newer comfort. 
Enttr Macduff, v)ith Macbeth'j head. 

Macd. Hail, King! for fo thou art. Behold,> where 
(lands 
Th' Ufurper's curfed head; the time is free: 
1 fee fhce compaft with thy Kingdom's Peers, 
That fpeak my falutation in their minds : 
Whofe voices I defire aloud with mine ; 
Hail, King of Scotland ! 

All. Hail, King of Scotland: [FlouriJL 

Med. We fliall not fpend a large cxpence of time, 
Before we reckon with your fev'ral loves. 
And make us even with you. Thanes and kinfmeOi 
Henceforth be Earls, the firft that ever Scotland 
In fuch an honour nam'd. What's more to do. 
Which would be planted newly with the time, 
As calling home our exiFd friends abroad. 
That fled the fnares of watchful tyranny; 
Producing forth the cruel miniders 
Of this dead butcher, and his fiend-like Queen; 
(Who, as 'tis thought, by felf and violent hands 
Took off her life;) this, and what needful elfe 
That calls upon us, by the grace of God, 
We will perform in meafure, time and place : 
.So thanks to all at once, and to each one. 
Whom we invite to fee us xrown'd at Scone, 

3 < 1^., iPlouri/h. EKcunt omnes 
The End of the Seventh Vohimc. 
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